Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



e00107963W 




tj 



■*< 



<;■ 



MEDITATION 



ALSO THB 



BREATHINGS OF T 
DEVOUT SOUL. 

By JOSEPH HALL, D. D. 

Lord Bbhop of Exeter and afterwards 
Biahop of Norwich. 




i 
H 



Sun . »'*^ of 45 ^ • . . 

6«4en """"^ of a G,; • . • . 
;-0«« Cloud • • • "'"""^'ly 



Pate 

23. Oothe BarliiDgaraDog , , , ii9 

S4. On Siglil of a Cock-light .... 30 

95. Od his lying down to fiest ... 38 

96. On the Kindling o(a ChBTConl File 33 

57. Od the Stglil of b humble uid pa- 
tient Beggw S4 

SB. On tfae Sight of a Crow pulling off 

Wool from the Back of aSlieep . 33 

19. Da the Sight of two Snails . 36 

30. On the Hearidg uf (la StreBt-crieB 

ID London 37 

31. On the Flies gstbcring to n galled 
Horse ... S8 

3f. On theSighloraDarkLantem . 39 

33. On the Hearing of nSnallowin the 
Chimnejr .40 

34. On the S^ht of a Ft; bunting ilielf 
intheCandla 40 

35. On the Si^ht of a Lsrkflving up . 4S 

36. On the Singing of the Birds in a 
spring MofninE 43 

37. On a Coal coTered with Ashes . . 43 

58. On the Sight of a BUckmoor . . 44 

39. On the small Stan in the Oalaiy.oi 

Milk; Circle, in the Firmament . 46 

40. On the Sight of Boys playing . . 47 

41. On the Sight of a Spider and her 
Web 46 

4f . On the Sight of a Natural . . . 49 

iS. On the Loadstone asd the Jet . . 60 

44. On H^aringofMusichy Night . 5i 

45. On the Fanning of Com .... S3 

46. On Hetbs dried 53 

47. On ihsQaenEltingoflroainWater S4 
4B. On a fair coloured Fly .... 55 

49. Qa B Glow-worm 53 

50. On the Shutting of one £}e. . . 56 

51. On a Spriag-water 57 

53. On Gaai* in the Sun 57 



fo. 

n. 

7a. 

?3. 



^o 'he ft; \. ■ ■ . " *«" 

^o in 4.^ ■ - ""e Tin' 



«:s;i 






vi Contents, 



Page 

83. On the Sight and Noise of a Pea- 
cock 93 

84. On a penitent Malefactor ... 94 

85. On the Sight of a Lily .... 94 

86. On the Sight of a Coffin stuck with 
Flowers • • • 96 

87. On the View of the World ... 97 

88. On the Stinging of a Wasp ... 98 

89. On the Arraignment of a Felon . 100 

90. On the Crowing of a Cock . . • 101 

91. On the Variety of Thoughts . .103 

92. On the Sight of a Harlot carted . 104 

93. On the Smell of a Rose .... 105 

94. On a cancelled Bond 106 

95. On the Report of a great Loss hy 
Sea 107 

96. On Sight of a bright Sky fall of 
Stkrs 108 

97. On the Rumours of Wars . . .109 

98. On a Child crying Ill 

99. On the Beginning of a Sickness . 113 

100. On the Challenge of a Promise . 114 

101. On the Sight of Flies .... 116 

102. On the Sight of a fantastical Zea- 
lot 117 

103. On the Sight of a Scavenger work- 
ing in the Kennel 118 

104. On a Pair of Spectacles . . .119 

105. On Motes in the Sun .... 120 

106. On the Sight of a Bladder ... 120 

107. On a Man sleeping 121 

108. On the Sight of a Death VHead . 122 

109. On the Sight of a left-handed Man 123 

110. On the Sight of an old, unthatched 
Cottage 124 

111. On the Sight of a fair Pearl . . 12 

112. On a Screen y 

113. On a Bur-leaf 1 

114. On the Singing of a Bird . . . 1: 




'34. 

'36. 



OuS,,^ ■ . ' "lit, 

n. "'« S,„i,, ^''road . "^' one 
n- * *^""r((i„ ** ■.,'■■. J. 



THE RIGHT HONOURABLE MY VERY 
GOOD LORD, 

M[ES LORD VISCOUNT 
DONCASTER, 

OHT Honourable:* 

^NDINO these papers^ amongst 
others, lyihg aside in my fa^ 
i Study J whereof I conceived 
use might be made, in regard of 
spiritual advantage j which they 
%sed ; I obtained of him good 
f to send them abroad : whereto 
'ofessed himself the more easily 
Ted f for that his continual and 
hty employments in this large 
busy Diocese will not yet afford 
leisure^ to dispatch those his 
^ fixed Meditations on the His^ 
of the New Testament. 
I the mean time, the expres* 
r of these voluntary and sudden 
ghts of his shall testify, how 
tfully he is u>ont to improve those 
t ends of time, which are stolen 
I his more important avocations ; 
. unless my hopes fail me, the 
em of them may prove not a little 
ficial to others. 
My minds have been ever luont 

B 



Dedication. 



to look through these bodily objects^ 
at spiritual and heavenly. So Sul^ 
pitius reports of St. MartiUy that, see-- 
ing a sheep newly shorn ^ he could say^ 
*' LOy here is onCy that hath performed 
that command in the Gospel; hav^ 
ing two coatSyShe hath given away 
one : " and, seeing a hogherd freez- 
tnjf in a thin suit of skins y ** Lo/* 
said hCy ** there is Adam cast out of 
Paradise : " and seeing a meadow 
j)art rooted up ; part whohy but eat- 
en down; and part flourishing ; he 
saidy ** The first was the state of 
fornication y the second of marriage ^ 
the third of virginity.^' But what 
do I seek any other authoTy than the 
Lord of Life himself? whoy upon 
the drawing of water from the well 
of Shilo on the day of the great Ho- 
sannay took occasion to speak of those 
living waters, which should flow from 
every true believer ; John vii. 38 ; 
and, upon occasion of a bodily feast, 
Luke xiv. entered into that divine 
discourse of Ood*s gracious invitation 
of us to those spiritual viands oj 
grace and glory. 

ThuSy methinksy we should still J 
climbing up in our thoughtSy fr 
earth to heaven; and suffer no < 
red io cross us in our way. wit hi 
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ritual use and application, 
^leased my Reverend Father^ 
'$ to recreate himself: whose 
it hath been, when any of 
ditations have unsought of- 
imselves unto him, presently 
em down ; a course^ which I 
i been also taken in many 
hich might no doubt have 
/ profitable. 

, CLS they are, I send forth 
mr Honourable Name; out 

many respects, which are, 
reditary right, due to your 
9, as being apparent heir to 
vo singular patrons of my 
leverenced Father : the emi- 
tue of which your noble pa- 
: a gracious succession yields 
Lordship a happy example, 
t follow is the only way to 
our. For the daily increase 

here, and the everlasting 
fit hereafter, his prayers to 
ill not be wanting^ who de- 
be accounted 

ur Lordship^s devoted^ 

in all humble observance, 

ROBERT HALU 
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some spiritual use and application. 
Thus it pleased my Reverend Father, 
sometimes to recreate himself: whose 
manner it hath been, when any of 
these meditations have unsought of* 
fered themselves unto him, presently 
to set them down ; a course, which I 
wish had been also taken in many 
more, which might no doubt have 
been very profitable. 

These, as they are, I send forth 
under your Honourable Name; out 
of those many respects, which are, 
in an hereditary right, due to your 
Lordship, as being apparent heir to 
those two singular patrons of my 
justly -Reverenced Father : the emi- 
nent virtue of which your noble pa- 
rents, in a gracious succession yields 
to your Lordship a happy example, 
which to follow is the only way to 
true honour. For the daily increase 
whereof here, and the everlasting 
crown of it hereafter, his prayers to 
Qod shall not be wanting, who de- 
sires to be accounted 

Your Lordship^s devoted^ 

in all humble observance, 

ROBERT HALL. 



THE PROEM. 

I HAVE heedlessly lost, I confess, 
many good thoughts : these few my 
paper hath preserved from vaoishiog ; 
the example whereof may, perhaps, 
be more useful than the matter. 

Our active soul can no more forbear 
to think, than the eye can chuse but 
see when it is open. Would we but 
keep our wholesome notions together, 
mankind would be too rich. To do 
well, no object should pass us, without 
use. Every thing, that we see, reads 
us new lectures of wisdom and piety. 
It is a shame for a man, to be igno- 
rant or godless, under so many tutors. 
For nfie, I would not wish to live 
longer, than I shall be better for my 
eyes: and have thought it thank- 
worthy, thus to teach weak minds, 
how to improve their thoughts, upon 
all like occasions. And, if ever these 
lines shall come to the public view, I 
desire and charge my reader, whoso- 
ever he be, to make me and himself 
so happy, as to take out my lesson ; 
and to learn how to read God's grear 
book, by mine. 
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6 Occasional Meditations, 

be actiog somewhat of thy will : the 
motion of thy heaven b regular, never 
swerving from the doe points ; so let 
me ever walk steadily in the ways of 
thy will, without all diversions or va- 
riations from the line of thy Law. In 
the motion of thy heaven, though 
some stars have their own peculiar 
and contrary courses; yet all yield 
themselves to the sway of the main 
circumvolution of that first mover : so, 
though I have a will of mine own; 
yet let me g^ve myself over, to be 
ruled and ordered by thy Spirit, in all 
my ways. Man is a little world : my 
soul is heaven ; my body is earth : if 
this earth be dull and fixed ; yet, O 
God, let my heaven, like unto thine, 
move perpetually, regularly, and in a 
constant subjection to thy Holy Ghost. 

2. On the Sight of a Dial, 

m 

If the sun did not shine upon this dial, 
nobody would look at it : in a cloudy 
day, it stands like an useless post, 
unheeded, unregarded ; but, when 
once those beams break forth, every 
passenger runs to it, and gazes on it» 
O God, while thou hidest thy coun« 
tenance from me, methinks, all thy 
creatures pass by me with a willinf 



^ STSCVy Bit tOf lU A%»9fr^\^m w« ^b..'^, 

;ter than nothing : but, when thou 
lewest the light of thy loving coun- 
lance upon me, I find a sensible and 
ppj change of condition : methinks 

things look upon me with such 
eer and obseirance, as if they meant 

make good that word of thine, 
late, that honour me^ I will honour: 
»w, every line and figure, which it 
ith pleased thee to work in me, serve 
r useful and profitable direction. O 
ird, all the glory is thine. Give 
lou me light: I shall give others 
formation: both of us shall give 
lee praise. 

Q /Iw #A« Skinhi nf an Eclivse of 
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the earth upon her opposed face : the 
new moon repays this blemish to the 
sun, in the interposing of her dark 
body, betwixt our eyes and his glo- 
rious 'beams : the earth is troubled at 
both. 

O God, if we be so afiflicted with 
the obscurity of some piece of one of 
thy created lights, for an hour or two; 
what a confusion shall it be, that thou, 
who art the Qod of these lights, in 
comparison of whom they are mere 
darkness, shalt hide thy face from thy 
creature for everl O thou, that art 
the Sun of Righteousness, if every of 
my sins cloud thy face ; yet, let not 
my grievous sins eclipse thy light. 
Thou shinest always, though I do not 
see thee; but. Oh, never suffer my 
sins so to darken thy visage, that I 
cannot see thee. 

4. On the Sight of a gliding Star. 

How easily is our sight deceived ! 
how easily doth our sight deceive us I 
We saw no difference betwixt this 
star and the rest: the light seemed 
alike; both while it stood, and while 
it fell* Now, we know it was no 
other, than abase slimy meteor, gilded 
with the sna-beams : and now our foot 
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^mj apparition. 
Thus our charity doth a 
mislead us, in our spiritual jut 
f If we see men exalted in thai 

; tian profession, fixed in the 

region of the Church, shinin 
2 appearances of grace; we m; 

s think them other, than stars i 

7 ) lower firmament: hut, if the^ 
from their holy station, and em 
the present world, whether in j 
ment or practice renouncing the i 
and power of godliness; now, we 
boldly say, they had never any 
light in them, and were no other 
a glittering composition of pride 
hypocrisy. 

OGod, ifmv-*^ 
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5. On a fair Prospect » 

What a pleasing variety is here of 
towns, rivers, hills, dales, woods, mea« 
dows; each of them striving to set 
forth the other, and all of them tQ 
delight the eye ! So as this is no other, 
than a natural and real landscape, 
drawn hy that almighty and skilful 
hand, in this tahle of the earth, for 
the pleasure of our view. No other 
creature, besides man, is capable to 
apprehend this beauty: I shall do 
wrong to him, that brought me hither; 
if I do not feed my eyes, and praise 
my Maker. It is the intermixture, 
and change, of these objects, that 
yields this contentment both to the 
sense and mind. 

But there is a sight, O my soul, 
that, without all variety, offers thee a 
truer and fuller delight; even this 
heaven, above thee. All thy other 
prospects end in this. This glorious 
circumference bounds, and circles, and 
enlightens all that thine eye can see ' 
whether thou look upward, or fo 
ward, or about thee, there thine ej 
alights; there let thy thoughts 1 
fixed. One inch of this lightsor 
frmament hath more beauty in 
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Q the whole face of the earth : and 
, this iH but the floor of that goodly 
He; the outward curtain of. that 
rioos tabernacls. Couldeat tboa 

(Oh that thou couldeat I } look 
nin that reil, how ihoaldeat thou 
ravisbed with that bliwful sight 1 
TO, in that incomprehensible light, 
] ahouldest Bee him, whom none 

Me and iMt be bleieed : thou 
ildest see millions of pure and ma- 
ical angela, of holy and glorified 
Is: there, amongst thy Father's 
vf mansions, thou shouldest take 
py notice of thine own. Oh the 
t of earth, now vile and contemp- 
bI Come down no more, O my 
I, after thou hast ones pitched 
n this bearenly glory ; or, if this 
1 force thy descent, be unquiet, till 
I art let loose to immortality. 

S. On the Frame of a Globe 
casually broken. 

a hard to say, whether is the 
ater, man's art or impotence. He, 
: cannot make one spire of grass, 
:om of sand, will yet be framing 
vorlds: he can imitate all things, 
) can make nothing. Hate \a & 
at world in a little room, ^ i^** 
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skill of the workman; but in less 
room, by mis-accident. Had he seen 
this, who, upon the Tiew of Plato*8 
Book of Commonwealth eaten with 
mice, presaged the fatal miscarriage 
of the public state, he would sure have 
construed this casualty as ominous. 

Whatever become of the material 
world, whose decay might seem no 
less to stand with Divine Providence 
than this microcosm of individual man, 
sure I am, the frame of the moral 
world is and must be disjointed in the 
last times. Men do and will fall from 
evil to worse. He, that hath made 
all times, hath told us, that the last 
shall be perilous. Happy is he, that 
can stand upright when the world de- 
clines ; and can endeavour to repair 
the common ruin, with a constancy 
in goodness. 

7. On a Cloud. 

Whether it were a natural cloud, 
wherewith our ascending Saviour was 
intercepted from the eyes of his dis- 
ciples, upon Mount Olivet, I enqnire 
not : this I am sure of, that the time 
now was when a cloud surpassed tbe 
sun in glory. How did the intentivie 
^fes of those ravished beholders enr 
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of oar common Mother: when all 
theae are dissolved into her dust, as 
being nnable to keep themselves from 
corruption, she receives and restores 
her chaise* I can no more withhold 
my body from the earth, than the earth 
can withhold it from my Maker. 

O God, this is thy cabinet or shrine, 
wherein thou pleasest to lay up the 
precious relics of thy dear Saints, un^ 
til the Jubilee of Glory : with what 
confidence should I commit myself to 
this sure reposition, while I know thy 
word just, thy power infinite ! 

9. On the Sight of Gold melted. 

This gold is both the fairest and most 
solid of all metals ; yet is the soonest 
melted with the fire : others, as they 
are coarser, so more churlish, and hard 
to be wrought upon by a dissolution. 
Thus, a sound and g^d heart is 
most easily melted into sorrow and 
fear, by the sense of God's judgments ; 
whereas, the carnal mind is stubborn 
and remorseless. All metals are but 
earth ; yet some are of finer temper 
than others : all hearts are of flesh ; 
yet some are, throqgh the power of 
g^ce, more capable of spiritual ap* 
/prehensions. 
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11. On the Sight of a Tree full 
blossomed* 

Here is a tree overlaid with blossoms. 
It is not possible, that all these sbould 
prosper : one of them must needs rob 
the other of moisture and growth. 

I do not love to see an infancy over 
hopeful : in these pregnant begin- 
nings, one faculty starves another; 
and, at last, leaves the mind sapless 
and barren. As, therefore, we are 
wont to pull off some of the too-fre* 
quent blossoms, that the rest may 
thrive ; so, it is good wisdom, to mo- 
derate the early excess of the parts or 
progress of over- forward childhood. 

Neither is it otherwise in our Chris- 
tian profession. A sudden and lavish 
ostentation of grace may fill the eye 
with wonder, and the mouth with talk ; 
but will not, at the last, fill the lap 
with fruit. Let me not promise too 
much, nor raise too high expectations 
of my undertakings. I would rather 
men should complain of my small 
hopes, than of my short performances. 



od; but. withal, I must praise his 
drey. It were woe with any of us 
ly if Grod should take us at advan- 
gpes. Alas ! which of us hath not 
>mmitted sins, worthy of a present 
venge? Had we been also sur- 
ised in those acts, where had we 
len? 

O God, it is more than thou owest 
I, that thou hast waited for our re- 
mtance : it is no more than thou 
rest us, that thou plaguest our of- 
nces. The wages of sin is death ; 
id it is but justice to pay due wages, 
leased be thy justice, that hast made 
.hers examples to me : blessed be 
ly mercy, that hast not made me an 
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Dnquietness. Surely, the end of that 
heavenly motion is for the benefit of 
the earth ; and the end of all these 
earthly turmoils is our reposal in 
heaven. Those, that have imagined 
the earth to turn about and the hea- 
vens to stand still, have yet supposed, 
that we may stand or sit still on that 
whirling globe of earth : how much 
more may we be persuaded of our per- 
fect rest, above those moving spheres ! 
It matters not, O God, how I am 
vexed here below, a while; if, ere 
long, I may repose with thee above, 
for ever. 

14. On occasion of a Red-breast com" 
ing into his Chamber, and singing* 

Pretty bird, how cheerfully dost thou 
sit and sing ; and yet knowest not 
where thou art, nor where thou shalt 
make thy next meal, and at night 
must shroud thyself in a bush for 
lodging ! What a shame is it for me, 
that see before me so liberal provi- 
sions of my God, and find myself set 
warm under my own roof; yet am 
ready to droop under a distrustful and 
unthankful dulness ! Had I so little 
certainty of my harbour and purvey- 
ance, how heartless should I be, ho* 
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20 Occasional Meditations, 

whale, in the sea ; the lion, and tiger, 
and wolf, in the desert ; the wasp, in 
the hive ; the spider, in our window. 

Amongst the rest, see how cun- 
ningly this little Arabian hath spread 
out his tent for a prey ; how heedfnlly 
lie watches for a passenger. So soon 
as ever he hears the noise of a fly 
afar ofiF, how he hastens to his door ! 
and if that silly heedless traveller do 
but touch upon the verge of that un- 
suspected walk, how suddenly doth 
he seize upon the miserable booty ; 
and, after some strife, binding him 
fast with those subtle cords, drags the 
helpless captive after him into his 
cave! 

What is this, but an emblem of 
those spiritual freebooters, that lie in 
wait for our souls? They are the 
spiders ; we, the flies : they have 
spread their nets of &in; if we be 
once caught, they bind us fast, and 
hale us into hell. 

O Lord, deliver thou my soul from 
their crafty ambushes: their poison 
is greater ; their webs both more 
strong and more insensibly woven. 
Either teach me to avoid temptation ; 
or make me to break ' through it, by 
repentance : oh, let me not be a prey 
to those £ends, that lie in wait for 
mjr destruction. 
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16. Of the Sight of a Rain, in the 
Sunshine, 

Such is my best condition in this life. 
If the sun of God's coantenance shine 
upon me, I may well be content to be 
wet with some rain of affliction. How 
oft have I seen the heaven overcast 
with clouds and tempest ; no sun ap- 
pearing to comfort me I yet even 
those gloomy and stormy seasons have 
1 rid out patientiy, only with the help 
of the common light of the day : at 
last, those beams have broken forth 
happily, and cheered my soul. It is 
well for my ordinary state, if, through 
the mists of mine own dulness and 
Satan's temptations, I can descry 
some glimpse of heavenly comfort: 
let me never hope, while I am in this 
vale, to see the clear face of that sun, 
without a shower. Such happiness 
u reserved for above : that upper re- 
gion of glory is free from these doubt- 
ful and miserable vicissitudes. 

There, O Grod, we shall see as we 
are seen. Light is sown for the 
righteous, and joy for the upright 
in heart. 
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17. On the Length of the Way, 

How far ofiF is yonder great moun- 
tain ! My very eye is weary with the 
foresight of so great a distance ; yet 
time and patience shall overcome it : 
this night we shall hope to lodge be- 
yond it. Some things are more te- 
dious in their expectation, than in 
their performance. The comfort is, 
that every step I take sets me nearer 
to my end : when I once come there, 
I shall both forget how long it now 
seems, and please myself to look back 
upon the way that I have measured. 

It is thus in our passage to heaven. 
My weak nature is ready to faint, 
under the very conceit of the length 
and difficulty of this journey: my 
eye doth not more guide than dis- 
courage me. Many steps of grace 
and true obedience shall bring me 
insensibly thither. Only, let me move, 
and hope: and God*8 good leisure 
shall perfect my salvation. 

O Lord, give me to possess my 
soul with patience ; and not so much 
to regard speed, as certainty. When 
I come to the top of thy holy hill, al' 
these weary paces and deep sloughs 
shall either be forgotten, or contri- 



r a sensible interchange there 
ttatme, betwixt union and divi- 
Many yapours, rising from the 
aeet together in one cloud : that 
falls down divided into several 
: those drops run together; 
in many rills of water, meet in 
lame channels: those channels 
Dto the brook, those brooks into 
ivers, those rivers into the sea. 
receptacle is for all, though a 
, one : and all make back to their 
and main original. 
) it either is, or should be, with 
tual gifts. O God, thou distillest 
graces upon us, not for our re- 
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ocean of the glory of thine own bounty, 
from whence they had their begin- 
ning. 

19. On the same Subject. 

Many drops fill the channels; and 
many channels swell up the brooks ; 
and many brooks raise the rivers over 
the banks. The brooks are not out, 
till the channels be empty : the; riveiB 
rise not, while the small brooks are 
full : but, when the littie rivulets have 
once voided themselves into the main 
streams, then all is overflown. Great 
matters arise from small beginnings : 
many littles make up a large bulk. 
Yea, what is the world, but a compo- 
sition of atoms ? 

We have seen it thus in civil es- 
tates : the empairing of the commons 
hath oft been the raising of the great : 
their streams have run low, till they 
have been heightened by the con- 
fluence of many private inlets : many 
a mean channel hath been emptied f 
make up their inundation. 

Neither is it otherwise, in my w 
ther outward or spiritual conditi 
O God, thou hast multiplied my di 
into streams: as, out of many 
nates, thoa hast made up my 
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80, oat of many lessons, thou hast 
made ap my competency of know- 
ledge : thou hast drained many bene- 
ficent friends, to make me compe- 
tently rich: by many holy motions, 
thoa hast wrought me to some mea- 
sure of grace. Oh, teach me wisely 
and moderately to enjoy thy bounty ; 
and to reduce thy streams into thy 
drops, and thy drops into thy clouds : 
humbly and thankfully acknowledging 
whence and how I hare all that I hare, 
all that I am. 

20. On occasion of the Lights 
brought in. 

What a change there is in the room, 
since the light came in ! yea, in our- 
selves 1 All things seem to have a new 
form^ a new life : yea, we are not the 
same we were. How goodly a crea- 
tura is light! how pleasing, how 
agreeable to the spirits of man ! no 
visible thing comes so near [to the re- 
sembling of the nature of the soul ; 
yea, of the God, that made it. As, 
contrarily, what an uncomfortable 
thing is darkness! insomuch as we 
punish the gpreatest malefactors with 
obscurity of dungeons; as thiukvci*^ 
they could not be miBerablQ exko^x^^ 

c 
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if they might have the privilege of 
beholding the light: jea, hell itself 
can be no more horribly described, 
than by outward darkness. What is 
darkness, hot absence of light ? The 
pleasure or the horror of light or dark- 
ness, is according to the quality and 
degree of the cause, whence it ariseth. 
And if the light of a poor candle 
be so comfortable, which is nothing 
but a little inflamed air gathered about 
a moistened snuff; what is the light 
of the glorious sun, the great lamp 
of heaven ! But, much more, what is 
the light of that infinitely- resplendent 
Sun of Righteousness, who gave that 
light to the sun, that sun to the world ! 
And, if this partial and imperfect 
darkness be so dolefbl, which is the 
privation of a natural or artificial 
light; how unconceivable dolorous 
and miserable shall that be, which is 
caused through the utter absence of 
the all-glorious God, who is the Fa- 
ther of Lights ! O Lord, how justly 
do we pity those wretched souls, thai 
sit in darkness and the shadow of 
death ; shut up from the light of the 
saving knowledge of thee, the only 
True God ! But, how am I swallowed 
up with horror, to think of the fearfbl 
condition of those damned souls, that 
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are for ever shut out from the pre- 
tence of God, and adjudged to ez- 
qoisite and oFerlasting darkness I The 
Egyptians were weary of themselves 
ID dieir three days' darkness ; yet we 
do not find any pain, that accom- 
panied their continuing night : what 
shall we say to those woeful souls, in 
whom the sensible presence of infi- 
nite torment shall meet with the tor- 
ment of the perpetual absence of God? 
O thou, who art the True light, 
shine ever through all the blind cor- 
ners of my soul; and, from these 
weak glimmerings of grace, bring me 
to the perfect brightness of thy glory. 

21. On the same Occasion. 

As well as we love the light, we are 
wont to salute it, at the first coming 
in, with winking or closed eyes; as 
not abiding to see that, without which 
we cannot see. All sudden changes, 
thwigh to the better, have a kind of 
trouble attending them. By how 
much more excellent any object is, by 
so much more is our weak sense mis- 
affected in the first apprehending of 
it. 

O Lord, if thou shouldest m%xiai^»X. 
thy glorious presence to \ia XieT^i'v^ 
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should be confounded in the sight of 
it : how wisely, how mercifully hast 
thou reserved that for our glorified 
estate ; where no infirmity shall daz- 
zle our eyes; where perfect righte- 
ousness shall give us perfect boldness 
both of sight and fruition ! 

22. On the Blowing of the Fire, 

Wb beat back the flame ; not with a 
purpose to suppress it, but to rfiise it 
higher, and to diffuse it more. 

Those afflictions and repulses, which 
seem to be discouragements, are in- 
deed the merciful incitements of grace. 
If God did mean judgment to my soul, 
he would either withdraw the fuel, or 
pour water upon the fire, or suffer it 
to languish for want of new motions ; 
but now, that he continues to me the 
means and opportunities and desires 
of good, I shall misconstrue the in« 
tentions of my God, if I shall think 
his crosses sent rather to damp thfm 
to quicken his Spirit in me. 

O God, if thy bellows did not some- 
times thus breathe upon me, in spi- 
ritual repercussions; I should have 
just cause to suspect my estate : those 
few weak gleeds of g^ce, that are in 
me, might soon go out, if they were 
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not thus refreshed: still blow upon 
them, till they kindle; still kindle 
them, till they flame up to thee« 

23. On the Barking of a Dog. 

What have I done to this dog, that 
he follows me with this angry cla- 
mour ? Had I rated him, or shaken 
my stafiF, or stooped down for a stone^ 
I had justly drawn on this noise, this 
snarling importunity. 

But, why do I wonder to find this 
unquiet disposition in a brute crea- 
ture, when it is no news with the 
reasonable? Have I not seen inno- 
cence and merit bayed at, by the 
quarrelsome and envious vulgar, with- 
out any provocation, save of good 
offices ? Have I not felt, more than 
their tongue, their teeth upon my 
heels ; when I know I have deserved 
nothing, but fawning on ? Where is 
my grace, or spirits, if I have not 
learned to contemn both ? 

O God, let me rather die, than 
willingly incur thy displeasure ; yea, 
than justly offend thy godly- wise, 
judicious, conscionable servants : but 
if humour, or faction, or causeless 
prejudice fall upon me, for m^ IdlvCcv- 
ful service to thee; let lVkeE^\>vii\vfi% 
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curs tire themselves, and tear their 
throats, with load and false censures : 
I go on, in a silent constancy ; and, 
if my ear be beaten, yet my heart 
shall be free. 

24. On Sight of a Cock-Jight. 

« 

How fell these creatures out ? Whence 
grew this so bloody combat? Here 
was neither old grudge, nor present 
injury. What then is the quarrel? 
Surely, nothing, but that which should 
rather unite and reconcile them ; one 
common nature: they are both of 
one feather. I do not see either of 
them fly upon creatures of different 
kinds; but, while they have peace 
with all others, they are at war with 
themselves: the very sight of each 
other was sufficient provocation. If 
this be the offence, why doth not each 
of them fall out with himself; since 
he hates and revenges in another, the 
being of that same which himself 
is? 

Since man*s sin brought debate 
into the world, nature is become a 
g^eat quarreller. The seeds of dis- 
cord were scattered, in every furrow 
of the creation; and came up in a 
Dumberless variety of antipathies: 



zt UB reasonable! ; who are con- 

d in one common humanity, if 

eligion ? We fight with and de- 

' each other, more than those 

»res, that ^rant reason to temper 

' passions. No beast is so crael 

an, as himself: where one man is 

i by a beast, ten thoasand are 

I by man. What is that war, 

sh we study and practise, but the 

j{ killing ? Whatever Turks and 

uns may do, O Lord, how long 

I this brutish fury arm Christians 

inst each other? While even 

dls are not at enmity with them- 

'OS, but accord in wickedness ; why 

we men so mortally oppose each 
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25. On his lying down to Rest, 

What a circle there is. of human ac- 
tions and events ! We are never with- 

• 

out some change ; and yet that change 
is without any great variety. We 
sleep, and wake ; and wake, and sleep ; 
and eat) and evacuate ; labour, in a 
continual interchange : yet hath the 
infinite wisdom of God .so ordered it, 
that we are not weary of these perpe- 
tual iterations ; but with no less ap- 
petite enter into our dally courses, 
than if we should pass them but once 
in our life. When I am weary of my 
day's labour, how willingly do I un- 
dress myself, and betake myself to 
my bed! and ere morning, when I 
have wearied my restless bed, how 
glad am I to rise and renew my la- 
bour! 

Why am I not more desirous to be 
unclothed of this body, that I may be 
clothed-upon with immortality? What 
is this, but my closest garment ; which 
when it is once put off, my soul is at 
liberty and ease ? Many a time have 
I lain down here in desire of rest; 
and, after some tedious changing of 
sides, have risen sleepless, disappoint- 
ed^ languishing. In my last uncas- 
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ing, my body shall not fail of repose, 
nor my soul of joy ; and, in my ris- 
ing np, neither of them shall fail of 
glory. 

What hinders me, O God, but my 
infidelity, from longing for this happy 
dissolution? The world hath misery 
and toil enough, and heaven hath 
more than enough blessedness, to per- 
fect my desires of that my last and 
glorious change. I believe Lord, help 
my unbelief. 

26. On the Kindling of a Charcoal 

Fire, 

There are not many creatures, but 
do naturally affect to diffuse and en- 
large themselves. Fire and water will 
neither of them rest contented with 
their own bounds. Those little sparks, 
that I see in those coals, how they 
spread, and enkindle their next brands ! 
It is thus morally, both in good and 
evil : either of them dilates itself to 
their neighbourhood : but especially 
this is so much more apparent in evil, 
by how much we are more apt to take 
it. Let but some spark of heretical 
opinion be let fall upon some unstable, 
proud, busy spirit, it catchelVi Vtl- 
stantly , and fires the next cwpaVA^ «^- 

c2 



^w^ 






•*«• ^ 






fc» ■ •*^Ei 



«. s :i' 



.«w%£ .'SU 






Occasional Meditations. 35 

him, whom he now answers with a 
ansible and dejected reverence. 

It is thus betwixt God and us. 
e sees the way to tame us, is to 
>ld us short of these earthly con- 
ntments. Even the savagest beasts 
« made quiet and dodble, with want 
* food and rest. 

O God, thou only knowest what I 
onld do, if I had health, ease, abun- 
mce: do thou, in thy wisdom and 
ercy, so proportion thy gifts and 
sstraints, as thou knowest best for my 
»ul. If I be not humbled enough, 
t me want; and so order all my 
itate, that I may want any thing, 
ive thyself. 

3. On the Sight of a Crow pulling 
off Wool from the back of a Sheep, 

[ow well these creatures know, whom 
ley may be bold with ! That crow 
iirst not do this to a wolf or a mas- 
ff. The known simfplicity of this 
mocent beast gives advantage to this 
resumption. 
Meekness of spirit commonly draws 
& injuries* The cruelty of ill na- 
ires usually seeks out those, not who 
eserve worst, but who will bear mo«x« 
'atlence and mildneaa oi tt^vtvx. \% '^^ 
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bestowed, where it exposes a man to 
wrong and insultation. Sheepish dis- 
positions are best to others, worst to 
themselves. I could be willing to 
take injuries ; but I will not be guilt j, 
of provoking them by lenity: for 
harmlessness, let me go for a sheep ; 
but, whosoever will be tearing my 
fleece, let him look to himself. 

29. On the Sight of two Snails, 

There is much variety, even in crea* 
tures of the same kmd. See there 
two snails. One hath a house ; the 
other wants it : yet both are snails ; 
and it is a question whether case is 
the better. That, which hath a house, 
hath more shelter; but that, which 
wants it, hath more freedom* The 
pirivilege of that cover is but a bur- 
then : yon see if it have but a stone 
to climb over, with what stress it 
draws up that beneficial load ; and, if 
the passage prove strait, finds no en- 
trance. Whereas the empty snail 
makes no difference of way. 

Surely, it is always an ease, and 
sometimes a happiness, to have no- 
thing. No man is so worthy of envy, 
as he, that can be cheerful in want. 
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30. On the Hearing of the Street- 
cries in London, 

"What a noise do these poor eools 
make, in proclaimings their commo- 
dities ! £^ch tells what he hath, and 
would have all hearers take notice of 
it : and yet, God wot, it is but poor 
stuff, that they set out with so much 
ostentation. I do not hear any of 
the rich merchants talk of what bags 
he hath in his ch^ts, or what trea- 
sures of rich wares in his storehouse : 
every man rather desires to hide his 
wealth; and, when he is urged, is 
ready to dissemble his ability. 

No otherwise is it in the true spi- 
ritual riches: he, that is full of grace 
and good works, affects not to make 
shew of it to the world; but rests 
sweetly, in the secret testimony of a 
good conscience, and the silent ap- 
plause of God's Spirit witnessing with 
his own ; white, eontrarily, the ven- 
ditation of our own worth, or parts, or 
merits, argues a miserable indigence 
in them all. 

O Grod, if the confessing of thine 
own gifts may glorify thee, my mo- 
desty shall not be guilty of a nig- 
gardly unthankfulness ; but^iox oxx^x* 
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that concerns myself, I cannot be too 
secret. Let me so hide myself, that 
I may not wrong thee; and wisely 
disting^hy betwixt thy praise and my 
own* 



31. On the Flies fathering to a 
galled Horse. 

How these flies swarm to the galled 
part of this poor beast ; and there sit, 
reeding upon that worst piece of his 
flesh, not meddling with the other 
sound parts of his skin ! 

Even thus do malicious tongues of 
detractors : if a man have any inflr- 
inity in his person or actions, that 
they will be sure to gather unto, and 
dwell upon ; whereas, his commend- 
able parts and well-deservings are 
passed by, without mention, without 
regard. It is an envious self-love 
and base cruelty, that causeth this 
ill disposition in men: in the mean 
time, this only they have gained; 
It must needs be a filthy creature, 
that feeds upon nothing but corrup- 
tion. 



MO most open, there is Iigh\ 

to give direction to him that I 
none to others : he can disce. 
ther man, hy tha( light, which 
before him ; but another man 
discern him. 

Right such b reserved knowl 
po man is the better for it, hi 
Qwner. There is no outward ( 
ence, betwixt concealed skill an< 
norance: and, when such hi 
knowledge will look forth, it cast 
cp^ring a light, as may only ai^ 
to have an unprofitable being ; to 1 
ability, without will to good; p< 
to censure, none to benefit. The 
pression or engrossing of thosA ^ 
which God woiii'' ^ 
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33, On the Hearing of a Swallow 
in the Chimney. 

Here is music, such as it is; but 
how long will it hold ? When but a 
cold morning comes in, my guest is 
gone, without either warning or thanks. 
This pleasant season hath the least 
need of cheerful notes : the dead of 
winter shall want, and wish them in 
vain. 

Thus doth an ungrateful parasite : 
no man is more ready to applaud and 
enjoy our prosperity ; but, when with 
the limes our condition begins to alter^ 
he is a stranger at least. Give me 
that bird, which will sing in winter^ 
and seek to my window in the hardest 
frost. There is no trial of friendship, 
but adversity. He, that is not asham- 
ed of my bonds, not daunted with my 
checks, not aliened with my disgrace , 
is a friend for me : one dram of that 
man's love, is worth a world of false 
and inconstant formality. 

34. On the Sight of a Fly burning 
itself in the Candle, 

Wise Solomon says, The light ia a 
pleasant thing ; and so, certainly, it 
/>/ but there is no true outward light' 
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which proceeds not from fire. The 
light of that fire then is not more 
pleasing, than the fire of that light is 
dangerous: and that pleasure doth 
not more draw on our sight, than that 
danger forhids our approach. How 
foolish is this fly, that, in a love and 
admiration of this light, will know no 
distance; hut puts itself heedlessly 
into that flame, wherein it perishes ! 
How many houts it fetched, every one 
nearer than other, ere it made this 
last venture ! and now that merciless 
fire, taking no notice of the affection 
of an over- fond client, hath suddenly 
consumed it. 

Thus do those bold and busy spirits, 
who will needs draw too near unto 
that inaccessible light, and look into 
things too wonderful for them: so 
long do they hover about the secret 
counseb of the Almighty, till the 
wings of their presumptuous conceits 
be scorched; and their daring curi- 
osity hath paid them with everlasting 
destruction. 

O Lord, let me be blessed with the 
knowledge, of what thou hast re- 
vealed : let me content myself to adore 
thy Divine Wisdom, in what thou 
hast not revealed. So let me enys-^ 
thy light, that I may avoid xVv^ ^t^* 
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35. On the Sight of a Larkfiying vp. 

How nimbly doth that little lark 
mount up, singing towards heaven, 
in a right line! whereas the hawk, 
which is stronger of bod j and swifter 
of wing, towers up, bj many gradual 
compasses, to his highest pitch. That 
bulk of body, and length of wing, 
hinders a direct ascent ; and requires 
the help, both of air and scope, to 
advance his flight; while that small 
bird cuts the air without resistance, 
and needs no outward furtherance of 
her motion. 

It is no otherwise with the souls of 
men, in flying up to their heaven. 
Some are hindereid by those powers, 
which would seem helps, to their 
soaring up thither: great wit, deep 
judgment, quick apprehension, send 
men about, with no small labour, for 
the recovery of their own incum- 
brance ; while the good affections of 
plain and simple souls raise them up 
immediately to the fruition of Qod. 
Why should we be proud of that, 
which may slacken our way to glory ? 
Why should we be disheartened with 
the small measure of that, the very 
want whereof may (as the heart may 
2fe affected) facilitate our way to hap^ 
laeaa ? 



•beemuiy uv ujvi^w 

ind sing, out of the natural joy 
mceive, at the approach of t)ie 
ad entrance of the spring; aa 
ir life had departed, and re« 
1 with those glorious and com- 
le beams ! 

otherwise is the penitent and 
ul soul a£Fected to the true Sun 
j^hteousness, the Father of Lights, 
a he hides his face, it is trou- 
and Bilentlj mourns away that 
winter of afiSiction : when he re- 
\f in his presence is the fulness 
y; no song is cheerful enough, 
alcome him. 

thou, who art the God of all 
inlation, make my heart sensible 
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there are found some living gleeds, 
which do hoth contain fire, and are apt 
to propagate it. 

Manj a Chriatian's breast b like 
thia hearth. No life of grace ap- 
peara ibera, lor the time ; either to 
hia owa aaMe, or to the apprehension 
of dhaia: while the season of temp- 
latkMi laaleth, all seems cold and dead : 
ral atill, at the worst, there is a se- 
crH coal from the altar of heaven 
raked op in their bosom ; which, upon 
the gracious motions of the Almighty, 
doth both bewray some remainders of 
that divine fire, and is easily raised to 
a perfect flame. Nothing is more 
dangerous, than to judge by appear- 
ances. Why should I deject myself, 
or censure others, for the utter ex- 
tinction of that Spirit; which doth 
but hide itself in the soul, for a glo- 
rious advantage ? 

38. On the Si^ht of a Blackmoor. 

Lo, there is a man, whose hue shews 
him to be far from home : his very 
skin bewrays his climate. It is night 
in his face, while it is day in ours. 
What a difference there is in men, 
both in their fashion and colour ; and 
jret aH children of one Father ! Nei- 



: we should be looked upon, in 
avail's country, with no Jess nfon- 
and strange coyness than he iB 
: our whiteness would pass there, 
A unpleasing indigestion of fonn. 
i^ard beauty is more in the eye of 
beholder, than in the face that is 
• In every colour, that is fair, 
;h pleaseth: the very Spouse of 
ist can say, / am black, but 
ely. 

Ills is our colour spiritually : yet 
eye of our gracious God and Sa-^ 
ir, can see that beauty in us, 
trewith he is delighted. The true 
ses marries a Blackmoor ; Christ, 
Church. It is not for us to regard 



46 Occasional Meditations, 

thee : I know that beaaty will hold ; 
while weather, casualty, age, disease, 
may deform the outer man, and mar 
both colour and feature. ' 

89. On the small Stars in the Ga^ 
laxj/f or Milky Circle^ in the Fir^ 
- tnament* 

What a clear lightsomeness there is, 
in yonder circle of the hearen, above 
the rest! What can we suppose the 
reason of it, but that the light of 
many smaller stars is united there, 
and causes that constant brightness ? 
And yet those small stars are not 
discerned ; while the splendor, which 
ariseth from them, is so notably re* 
markable. 

In this lower heaven of ours, many 
a man is made conspicuous, by his 
good qualities and deserts : but I most 
admire the humility and grace of those, 
whose virtues and merits are usefully 
visible, while their persons are oIn 
scure. It is secretly glorious, for a 
man to shine unseen. Doubtless, it 
is the height, that makes those start 
so small and invisible : were they 
lower, they would be seen more. There 
is no true greatness, without a self- 
hamiliatioD, We shall have made ar 



Occasional Meditations, 47 

ill use of oar advancement, if, by how 
ikinch higher we are, we do not ap- 
pear less: if oar light be seen, it 
matters not for oar hiding. 

40. On the Sight of Boys playing. 

EvEaY age hath some peculiar con- 
tentment. Thus we did, when we 
were of these years. Methinks, I still 
remember the old ienror of my young 
pastimes. With what eagerness and 
passion, do they pursue these childish 
spirts ! Now that there is a handful 
of cherry-stones at the stake, how 
near is that boy's heart to his mouth, 
for fear of his play-fellow's next cast ; 
and how exalted with desire and hope 
of his own speed I Those great nn- 
thrifts, who hazard whole manors npon 
the dice, cannot expect their chance 
with more earnestness, or entertain it 
with more joy or grief. 

We cannot but now smile, to think 
of these poor and foolish pleasures of 
our childhood. There is no less dis- 
dain, that the regenerate man con- 
ceives of the dearest delights of his 
natural condition. He was once jolly 
and jocund) in the fruition of the 
world. Feasts, and revels, and games^ 
and dalliance were his life; %xid xko 



48 Occasional Meditations. 

man could be happy without these; 
and scarce any man, but himself: hul 
when once g^ce hath made him both 
good and wise, how scornfully doth 
he look back at these fond felicitiee 
of his carnal estate ! Now he finds 
more manly, more divine content- 
ments; and wonders he could be so 
transported, with his former vanity. 
Pleasures are much according as they 
are esteemed : one man's delight, if 
another man's pain. Only spiritoal 
and heavenly things can settle and sa- 
tiate the heart, with a full and firm 
contentation. 

O Grod, thou art not capable, eithei 
of bettering, or of change : let mc 
enjoy thee; and I shall pity the mi- 
serable fickleness of those, that want 
thee; and shall be sure to be con- 
stantly happy. 

41. On the Sight of a Spider and 
her Web, 

How justly do we admire the curioui 
work of this creature ! What a thread 
doth it spin forth ! What a web, dotl 
it weave! Yet it is full of deadly 
poison. There may be much ven<Mn 
where is much art. 
Ju3t like to this is a learned anr 



vwi. wt mat web, would therefi 
sire to handle or eat the 8pid< 
made it ? Such should be oui 
neBB, if our wonder at the skil 
false teacher should cast us int 
with his person, or fi&miliarit]; 
his writings. There can be no i 
in our judgment or affection, wi 
a wise distinction; in the want w 
of, we must needs wrong God or 
selves : God, if we acknowledge 
what excellent parts, he gives to 
creature; ourselves, if, upon the 
lowance of those excellencies, 
swallow their most dangerous enoi 
ties. 
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me, what I could not merit ; and hath 
wiliiheld from him, what he could not 
challenge? All is, O God, in thy 
good pleasure, whether to give or 
deny. 

Neither is it otherwise, in matter 
of grace. The unregenerate man is 
a spiritual fool : no man is truly wise, 
hut the renewed. How is it, that, 
while I see another man besott^ with 
the vanity and corruption of his na- 
ture, I have attained to know God 
and the great mystery of salvation ; 
to abhor those sins, which are pleas- 
ing to a wicked appetite ? Who hath 
discerned me ? 

Nothing, but thy free mercy, O my 
God. Why else was I a man ; not a 
brute beast? why right shaped; not 
a monster? why perfectly limbed; 
not a cripple ? why well-sensed ; not 
a fool ? why well-affected ; not grace- 
less ? why a vessel of honour ; not of 
wrath ? If ought be not ill in me, O 
Lord, it is thine. Oh let thine be the 
praise ; and mine the thankfulness. 

43. On the Loadstone and the Jet 

As there is a civil commerce amongst 
men, for the preservation of human 
jBocwtj; so there is a natural com* 



ting some other. The fire draws 
>ar8 to it ; the sun drawi the fire : 
its draw moisture; the moon draws 

sea: all purgative things draw 
r proper humours. A natural in« 
ct draws all sensitive creatures to 
zt their own kind; and, even in 
\e things which are of imperfect 
tlon, we see this experimented: 
as the senseless stones and metals 
not void of this active virtue : the 
[stone draws iron ; and the jet, ra- 
* than nothing, draws up straws 

dust. With what a force, do 
1 these stones work upon their se- 
\\ subjects ! Is there any thing 
"e heavy, and nnapt for motion. 
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as if they had a kind of ambition to 
be so preferred. 

MethiQks I see in these two a 
mere emblem of the hearts of men, and 
their spiritaal attractives. The grace 
of God's Spirit, like the true loadstone 
or adamant, draws up the iron heart 
of man to it ; and holds it in a con- 
stant fixedness of holy purposes and 
good actions : the World, like the jet, 
draws up the sensual hearts of light 
and vain men ; and holds them fast in 
the pleasures of sin. 

I am thine iron, O Lord ; be thou 
my loadstone. Draw thou me, and 
I 9hall run after thee. Knit my 
heart unto thee, that I may fear thy 
Name, 

44. On Hearing of Music by Night* 

How sweetly doth this music sound, 
in this dead season! In the day- 
time, it would not, it could not so 
much afifect the ear. All harmonioua 
sounds are advanced by a silent dark- 
ness. 

Thus it is with the glad tidings of 
salvation. The Gospel never sounds 
so sweet, as in the night of persecu« 
tioA or of our own private aJSiiction* 



'""«« of ^ ** «5t h *< 



64 Occasional Meditations, 

Those wits are like to be most 
durable, which ane closely tutored 
with a leburely education : time, and 
gentle constancy, ripens better, than 
a sudden violence. Neither is it other- 
wise, in our spiritual condition : a wil- 
ful slackness is not more dangerous, 
than an over-hastening of our perfec- 
tion : if I may be every moment draw- 
ing nearer to the end of my hope, I 
shall not wish to precipitate. 

47. On the Quenching of Iron in 
Water. 

Hark how that iron, quenched in the 
water, hisseth * and makes that noise, 
which, while it was cold or dry, it 
would never make. 

We cannot quench hot and unruly 
desires in youth, without some mutiny 
and rebellious opposition. Corrup- 
tions cannot be subdued, without some 
reluctation ; and that reluctation can- 
not be, without some tumult: after 
some short noise, and smoke, and bub- 
bling, the metal is quiet; and holds 
to the form, whereinto it is beaten. 

O God, why should it trouble me, 

to find my good endeavours resisted, 

for the little brunt of a chanjge ; while 

/ am Bare, this insurrection shall end 

m a happy peace ? 



le outward touch of the hand, 
des the inmost passages of the 

is no trusting to colours and 
38 : we may wonder at their ex- 
ncy, without dotage upon their 
ty Homeliness makes less sliew, 
hath less danger. Give me m- 
I virtue and usefulness : let others 

for outward glory. 

49. On a Ghw^voarm. 

lAT a cold candle is lighted up, in 
body of this sorry worm 1 There 

ds no other disproof of t^o*®/ t^^J 
there is no light at all without 



56 Occasional Meditations, 

in the warm and lightsome times of 
free, and encouraged profession, none 
shine more than they: in hard and 
gloomy seasons of restraint and t)er- 
secution, all their formal light is either 
lost or hid. Whereas tnie professors^ 
either, like the sun, shine ever alike i 
or, like the stars, shine fairest in the 
frostiest nights. The light of this 
worm is for dome shew, bnt for no 
use : any light, that is attended with 
heat, can impart itself to others, though 
with the expenceof that sobjectwhere-^ 
in it is ; this doth neither waste itself, 
lior help others. I would rather ne* 
ver to have light, than not to have it 
always : I would rather not to have 
light, than not to communicate it. 

50. On the Shutting of one Eye* 

Whek we would take aim, or se^ 
most exquisitely, we shut one eye. 

Thus mast we do with the eyes of 
our soul. When we would look most 
accurately with the eye of faith, we 
mu6t shut the eye of reason : else,, 
the visual beams of these two appre-^ 
hensions will be crossing each other, 
and hinder our clear discerning. Yea, 
rather let me pull out this right eye 
ofreaaoD, than it shall offend me, in 
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the interraptioQS of mj happy visions 
of God. 

51. On a Spring-water. 

Row this spring smoketh ; while 
other greater channels are frozen up ! 
this water is living ; while they are 
dead. All experience teacheth us, 
that well-waterSy arising from deep 
springs, are hotter in winter than in 
summer : the outward cold doth keep 
in and double their inward heat. 

Such is a true Christian, in the evil 
day : his life of grace gets more vi- 
gour, by opposition : he had not been 
so gracious, if the times had been bet- 
ter. I will not say, he may thank his 
enemies; but I must say, he/ may 
thank God for his enemies, 

O God, what can put out that heat, 
which is increased with cold ? How 
happy shall I be, if I may grow so 
much more in grace, as the world in 
malice I 

52. On Gnats in the Sun. 

What a cloud of gnats is here ! Mark 
their motion : they do nothing, but 
play up and down in the warm a^^> 
and sinjg ; and, when they Ykv?^ ^^x^^ •» 

1>2 
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sit down, and sting the next hand or 
face, they can seize upon. 

See here a perfect emhlem of idle- 
ness and detraction. How many do 
thus miserably mispend their good 
hours! who, after they have wasted 
the succeeding days in vain and merely 
unprofitable pastime, sit down, and 
backbite their neighbours ! 

The bee sings too sometimes; but 
she works also ; and her work is not 
more admirable than useful : but these 
foolish flies do nothing but play and 
sing to no purpose. Even the busiest 
and most active spirits must recreate ; 
but to make a trade of sport, is for 
none but lazy wantons. 

The bee stings too ; but it ia when 
she is prpvoked ; these draw blood, 
unoffended ; and sting, for their own 
pleasure. I would be glad of some 
recreation ; but to enable and fiweeten 
my work. I would not but sting 
sometimes, where is just capse of ofr 
fence. But God keep me from thosQ 
men, which will ever be either doing 
nothing, or ill* 

63. On the Sight of Orapes. 

Mark the difference of these grapes. 
There yoa see a cluster, whose grapea 
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touch one another, well ripened t here 
you see some stragglers, which grow 
almost solitarily, green and hard. 

It is thus with us. Christian so- 
ciety helpeth our progress : and Woe 
to him that is alone. He is well, 
that is the hotter for others ; hut he 
is happy, hy whom others are bet- 
ter. 

54. On a Corn Field over-grown 
with Weeds. 

Here were a goodly field of com, if 
if it were not over-laid with weeds. 
I do not like these reds, and blues, 
and yellows, amongst these plain stalks 
and ears. This beauty would do well 
elsewhere. I would rather to see a 
plot less fi&ir, and more yielding. 

In this field, I see a true picture 
of the world : wherein, there is more 
glory, than true substance ; wherein, 
the greater part carries it from the 
better; wherein, the native sons of 
the .earth out-strip the adventitious 
brood of grace ; wherein, parasites and 
unprofitable hang-byes do both rob 
and over-top their masters. Both field 
and world grow alike, look alike, and 
shall end alike ; both are for the fire i 
while the homely and fw>\\^ «^x^ ^^ 
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despised virtue shall be for the garners 
of immortality. 

55. On the Sight of Tulips, and 
Marigolds^ Sfc. in his Qarden. 

Tbese flowers are troe clients of the 
son : how observant they are of his 
motion and influence ! At even, they 
shut up ; as mourning for his depar- 
ture, without whom Siey neither, can 
nor would flourish : in the morning, 
they welcome his rising, with a cheer- 
ful openness : and at noon, are fiilly 
displayed, in a free acknowledgment 
of his bounty. 

Thus doth the good heart unto God. 
When thou, tumedst away thy face, 
I was troubled; saith the man after 
God's own heart. In thy presence 
i^lifo> yea^ the fulness of joy. Thus 
doth the carnal heart to Uie world : 
when that withdraws his favour, he 
is dejected ; and revives, with a smile. 
All is in our choice. Whatsoever is 
our sun will thus carry us. 

O God, be thou to me, such as thoii 
art in thyself: thou shalt be merciful, 
in drawing me ; I shall be happy, in 
following thee. 
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!. On the Sound of a cracked BelL 

iiAT a harsh sound doth this bell 
ike, in every ear! The metal is 
od enough : it is the rift, that makes 
so unpleasingly jarring. 
How too like is this bell, to a scan- 
lous and ill-lived teacher ! His Gall- 
ic is honourable : his noise is heard 
r enough : but the flaw, which is 
ted in his life, mars his doctrine ; 
d offends those ears, which, else, 
mid take pleasure in his teaching* 
is possible, that such a one, even 
^ that discordous noise, may riug in 
hers into ^e triumphant Church of 
>aven : but there is no remedy for 
mself, but the fire ; whether for his 
forming, or judgment. 

)7* On the Sight of a blind Man. 

ow much am I bound to God, that 
ith given me eyes, to see this man's 
ant of eyes ! With what suspicion 
id fear he walks i How doui his 
und and staff examine his way? With 
hat jealousy, doth he receive every 
orsel, every draught ; and yet meets 
ith many a post, and stumbles at 
any a stone, and swalVo^a tgaxc^ -^ 
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fly! To him the world is, as if it 
were not; or, as if it were all rubs, 
and snares, and downfalls : and if any 
man will lend him a hand, he must 
trust to his, however faithless, g^ide ; 
without all comfort, save this, tihat he 
cannot see himself miscarry. 

Many a one is thus spiritually blind ; 
and, because he is so, discerns it not^ 
and, not discerning, complains not of 
so woeful a condition. The god of 
this world hath blinded the eyes of 
the children of disobedience. They 
walk on, in the ways of death ; and 
yield themselves over to the guidance 
of him, who seeks for nothing, but 
their precipitation into hell. It is an 
iiddition to. the misery of this inward 
occsecation, that it is ever joined with 
a secure confidence in them, whose 
trade and ambition is to betray their 
souls. 

Whatever become of these outward 
senses, which are common to me with 
the meanest and most despicable crea* 
tures, O Lord, give me not over to 
that spiritual darkness, which is lU' 
cident to none but those, that liv 
without thee; and must perish ete7 
nally, because they want Uiee. 
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ment could so well become that stream : 
no sight could better fit his greedy de- 
sires : for there, every piece would 
seem double ; every teston would ap- 
pear a shilling ; every crown, an an- 
gel. It is the nature of that element, 
to greaten appearing quantities : while 
we look through the air upon that so- 
lid body, it can make no other repre- 
sentations. 

Neither is it otherwise in spiritual 
eyes and objects. If we look with 
carnal eyes through the interposed 
mean of sensuality, every base and 
worthless pleasure will seem a large 
contentment : if with weak eyes we 
shall look at small and immaterial 
truths aloof off, (in another element 
of apprehension,) every parcel thereof 
shall seem main and essential : hence, 
every knack of heraldry in the sacred 
genealogies, and every scholastical 
quirk in disquisitions of Divinity, are 
made matters of no less than life and 
death to the soul. It is a great im- 
provement of true wisdom, to be able 
to see things, as they are ; and, to va- 
lue them as they are seen. Let me 
labour, for that power and stayedness 
of judgment, that neither my senses 
may deceive my mind, nor the object 
jnajr delude my sense* 
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60. On the first Rumour of the 
Earthquake at Lime; wherein a 
wood was swallowed up, with the 
fall of two hills. 

Good Lord ! how do we know, when 
we are sure ? If there were man or 
heaat in that wood, thej seemed as 
safe, as we now are. They had no- 
thing, hut heaven ahove them ; no- 
thing, hut firm earth helow them : 
and yet, in what a dreadful pitfall 
were they instantly taken ! There is 
no fence for 6od*s hand. A man 
would as soon have feared^ that .hea- 
ven would fall upon him, as those 
hills. It is no pleasing ourselves with 
the unlikelihood of divine judgments* 
We have oft heard of hUIs covered 
with woods; hut of woods covered 
with hills, I think never till now. 
Those, that planted or sowed those 
woods, intended they should be spent 
with fire: but, lo, God meant they 
should be devoured with earth. We 
are wont to describe impossibilities by 
the meeting of mountains ; and, be- 
hold, here two mountains are met, to 
swallow up a valley. What a good God 
it is, whose Providence overrules and 
disposes of all these events I T^'^'csk 
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or cities might as well have been thus 
buried, as a solitary dale, or a shrubby 
wood. Certainly, the God, that did 
this, would have the use of it reach 
further than the noise. This he did, 
to shew us what he could, what he 
might do. If our hearts do not quake 
and rend at the acknowledgment of 
his Infinite Power, and fear of his ter- 
rible judgments, as well as that earth 
did, we must expect to be made warn- 
ings, that would take none. 

61. On the Sight of a Dormouse. 

At how easy a rate do these creatures 
live, that are fed with rest ! So the 
bear and the hedgehog, they say, 
spend their whole winter in sleep; 
and rise up fatter, than they lay down. 
How oft have I envied the thriving 
drowsiness of these beasts, when the 
toil of thoughts hath bereaved m^ of 
but one hour's sleep, and left me lan- 
guishing to a new task! And yet, 
when I have well digested the compa- 
rison of both these conditions, I must 
needs say, I would rather waste with 
work, than batten with ease : and 
would rather choose a life profitably 
painful, than uselessly dull and deli- 
eate^ I cannot tell, whether I should 
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say thoee creatures live, which do no- 
thing ; since we ate wont ever to no- 
tify life by motion : sore I am, their 
life 18 not vital. For me, let me ra- 
ther complain of a mind, that will not 
let me be idle ; than of a body, that 
will not let me work. 

62. On Bees fighting. 

What a [nty it is, to see these pro* 
fitaUe, industrioos creatures fall so 
furiously upon each other; and thus 
sting and kill each other, in the very 
mouth of the hive 1 I could like well, 
to see the bees do this execution upon 
wasps and drones, enemies to their 
common stock; this savours but of 
justice : but to see them fall foul upon 
those of their own wing, it cannot but 
trouble their owner ; who must needs 
be an equal loser, by the victory of 
either. 

There is no more perfect resem- 
blance of a Commonwealth, whether 
civil or sacred, than in a hive. The 
bees are painful and honest compa- 
triots ; labouring to bring wax and 
honey to the maintenance of the pub- 
lic state: the wasps and drones are 
unprofitable and harmful hang-byiss^ 
which live upon tb^ apoiN. oi «iiSi«^ 
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labours ; whether as common barre- 
tors, or strong thieves, or bold para- 
sites, they do nothing bat rob their 
neighbours. It is a happy sight, when 
these feel the dint of justice, and are 
cut off from doing further mischief : 
but to see well-affected and beneficial 
subjects undo themselves with duels, 
whether of law or sword ; to see good 
Christians, of the same profession, 
shedding each others' blood upon quar- 
rels of religion, is no other than a s^d 
and hateful spectacle; and so much 
the more, by how much we have more 
means of reason and grace, to com- 
pose our differences, and correct our 
offensive contentiousness^ 

O God, who art at once the Lord 
of Hosts and Prince of Peace, give 
us war with spiritual wickedness, and 
peace with our brethren. 

63. On Wasps falling into a Glass. 

See you that narrow-mouthed glass, 
which is set near to the hive ? mark 
how busily the wasps resort to it ; be- 
ing drawn thither by the smell of that 
sweet liquor, wherewith it is baited : 
see how eagerly they creep into the 
mouth of it ; and fall down suddenly 
from that aUppery steepness, into tha' 



i 
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watery trap, from which thej can ne* 
ver rise: there, after some vain la- 
bour and weariness, thej drown and 
die. You do not see anj of the bees 
look that way : they pass directly to 
their hive^ without any notice uiken 
of such a pleasing bait. 

Idle and ill-disposed persons are 
drawn away with every temptation: 
they have both leisure and will, to 
entertain every sweet allurement to 
sin ; and wantonly prosecute their 
own wicked lusts, till they fall into 
irrecoverable damnation. Whereas the 
diligeiit and laborious Christian, that 
follows hard and conscionaUy the 
works of an honest calling, is free 
from the danger of these deadly en- 
ticements ; and lays up honey of com- 
fort, against the winter of evil. Happy 
is that maQ, who can see and enjoy 
the success of his labour : but how- 
ever, this we are sure of; if our la- 
bour cannot purchase the good we 
would have, it shall prevent the evil 
we would avoid, 

64. On a Spring in the wild Forest. 

Lo here the true pattern of bounty. 
What clear crystal streams are here ; 
and how liberally do they ^;vi&\iist^^ 
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and hasten down with a pleasing mur- 
mur into the valley! Yet you see 
neither man nor beast, that takes part 
of that wholesome and pure water. It 
is enough, that those may dip, who 
will : the refusal of others doth no 
whit abate of this proffered plenty. 

Thus bountiful house-keepers hold 
on their set ordinary proYision, whe- 
ther they have guests or no. Thus 
conscionable preachers pour out the 
Hving waters of wholesome doctrine, 
whether their hearers partake of those 
blessed means of salvation, or neglect 
their holy endeavours. Let it be our 
comfort, that we have been no nig- 
gards of these celestial streams : let 
the world give an account of the im- 
provement. 

65, On the Sight of an Owl in the 
Twilight* 

What a strange melancholic life doth 
this creature lead ! to hide her head, 
all the day long, in an ivy-bush ; and 
at night, when all other birds are at 
rest, to fly abroad and vent her hanb 
notes! 

I know not why the ancients have 
sacred this bird to wisdom, except it 
he for her safe closeness and singular 
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66, On an Arm benumbed. 

How benumbed, and, for the time, 
senseless, is this arm of mine become, 
only with too long leaning upon it ! 
While I used it to other services, it 
failed me not : now that I have rested 
upon it, I find cause to complain. 

It is no trusting to an arm of flesh : 
on whatsoever occasion we put our 
confidence therein, this reliance will 
be sure to end in pain and disappoint- 
ment. 

O God, thine arm is strong and 
niighty : all thy creatures rest them^* 
selves upon that, and are comfortably 
sustained. Oh, that we were not 
more capable of distrust, than thine 
omnipotent hand is of weariness and 
subduction. 

67. On the Sparks flying upward. 

It is a feeling comparison, that of 
Job, of man bom to labour, as the 
sparks to fly upward. That motion 
of theirs is no other than natonL 
Neither is it otherwise for man to la* 
hour : his mind is created active, an' 
apt to some or other ratiocination ; b 
Joints all stirring; his nerves mai 
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for helps of moving ; and his occasions 
of living call him forth to action. So 
as an idle man doth not more want 
grace, than degenerate from nature. 
Indeed, at the first kindling of the 
fire, some sparks are wont, by the im- 
pulsion of Uie bellows, to fly forward 
or sideward : and even so in oar first 
age, youthly vanity may move us to 
irregular courses; but, when those 
first violences are overcome, and we 
have attained to a settledness of dis- 
position, our sparks fly up, our life is' 
labour. And why should we not do 
that, which we are made for ? Why 
should not Grod raiher g^dge us our 
being, than we grudge him^ur work ? 
It is no thank to us, that we labour 
out of necessity. 

Out of my obedience to thee, O 
Grod, I desire ever to be employed. 
I shall never have comfort in my toil, 
if it be rather a purveyance for my- 
self, than a sacrifice to thee. 

68. On the Sight of a Raven. 

I 0ANKOT see that bird, but I must 
needs think of Elijah; and wonder 
no less, at the miracle of his faith, 
than of his provision. It was a strong 
belief, that carried him laU^ ^ ^«&^^\fo 
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retiredness, to expect food fFom ravens. 
This fowly we know, is ravenous : all 
is too little, that he can forage for him- 
self: and the prophet's reason must 
needs suggest to him, that in a dry bar- 
ren desert bread and flesh must be great 
dainties : yet he goes aside, to expect 
victuals from that purveyance. He 
knew this fowl to be no less greedy, 
than unclean : unclean, as in law, so 
in the nature of his feed : what is his 
ordinary prey, but loathsome carrion ? 
yet, since God had appointed him this 
caterer, he stands not upon the nice 
points of a fastidious squeamishness ; 
but confidently depends upon that un- 
couth provision : and, accordingly, 
those unlikely porveyora bring him 
bread and flesh in the moming, and 
bread and flesh in the evening. Not 
one of those hungry ravens could 
swallow one morsel of those viands, 
which, were sent by them to a better 
mouth. The river of Cherith sooner 
failed him, than the tender of their 
service. No doubt, Elijah's stomach 
was often up before that his incurious 
diet came : when, expecting from the 
mouth of his cave, out of what coast 
of heaven these his servitors might be 
descried ; upon the sight of them, he 
magnl^ed, with a thankful heart, the 
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answerablenesB of their condition. 
How dotb the world overlook and con- 
temn that little flock, whose best g^ard 
hath ever been secrecy ! And, if ever 
that despicable number have dared to 
shew itself, how hath it been scorched, 
and trampled upon, and entertained 
with all variety of persecution! 

O Saviour, thy Spouse f^res no 
otherwise, than tiiyself. To match 
her fully, thou hast said of thyself, / 
am a worm, a^d nq man. Such thou 
wert in thine humbled estate here on 
earth : such thou woul4est be. But, 
as it is a true word, that he, who 
made the angels in heaven, made also 
the worms on earth : so it is no less 
true, that he, who made himself and 
his Church worms upon earthy hath 
raised our nature in his person above 
the angels; and our person, in his 
Church, to little less than angels. 
It matters not, how we fare in this 
valley of tears, while we are sure of 
that infinite amends of glory above. 

70. On the Putting on of his Clothes. 

What a poor thing were man, if he 
were not beholden to other ereatures ! 
The earth affords him flax, for his 
JJnen; bread, for bis belly : the beasts^ 
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71 . On the Sight of a ryr/»-' "" 
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There is no end of making many 
books. This sight verifieB it. There 
is no end : indeed, it were pity there 
should. God haUi given to man a 
busy soul ; the agitation whereof can- 
not but, through time and experience, 
work out many hidden truths : to sup- 
press these, would be no other than 
injurious to mimkind, whose minds 
like unto so many candles should be 
kindled by each other* The thoughts 
of our deliberation are most accurate : 
these we rent into our papers. What 
a happiness is it, that, without all 
offence of necromancy, I may here 
call up any of the ancient Worthies 
of Learning, whether human or divine, 
and confer with them of all my doubts ! 
that I can, at pleasure, summon whole 
synods of reverend Fathers and acute 
Doctors from all the coasts of the 
earth, to give their well-studied judg- 
ments, in all points of question, which 
Ipropose ! Neither can I cast my eye 
casually upon any of these silent mas- 
ters, but I must learn somewhat. It 
is a wantonness, to complain of choice. 
No law binds us to read all : but the 
more we can take in and digest, the 
better-liking must the mind needs be. 
Blessed be God, that hath set up so 
maajr clear lamps in his Church : now, 
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It is thus, O Saviour, with Thee 
and thy Church. We are not our 
own, hut thine ; who hast married ns 
to thyself in truth and righteousness : 
what powers, what endowments have 
we, hut fix>m and in thee ? And, as 
our holy boldness dares interest our- 
selves in thy graces, so thy wonder* 
fully-compassionate mercy vouchsafes 
to interest thyself in our infirmities : 
thy poor Church suffers on earth : 
thou feelest in heaven ; and, as com- 
plaining of our stripes, canst say. 
Why persecutest thou me ? Thou, 
again, art not so thine own, as that 
thou art not also ours ; thy suffeiing^, 
thy merits, thy ohedience, thy life, 
death, resurrection, ascension, inter* 
cession, glory, yea thy blessed Hu- 
manity, yea thy glorious Deity, by 
virtue of our right, of our union, are 
60 ours, as that we would not give 
our part in thee for ten thousand 
worlds. 

O gracious Saviour, as thou canst 
not but love and cherish this poor and 
unworthy soul of mine, which thou 
hast mercifully espoused to thyself: 
so give me g^^ace to honour and obey 
thee ; and, forsaking all die base and 
sinful rivalry of the world", to hold 
jne only unto thee while I live here. 
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that I may perfectly enjoy thee here- 
after. 



75. On the Sight of a Snake. 

I KNOW not what horror we find in 
oqrselves at the sight of a serpent. 
Other creatures are more loathsome ; 
and some no less . deadly, than it : 
yet there is none, at which our hlood 
riseth so much as at this. Whence 
should this be, but out of an instinct 
of our old eami^ 1 We were stung 
in paradise; and cannot but feel it. 
But, here is our weakness: it was 
not the body of the serpent, that 
could have hurt us, without the sug- 
gestion of sin; and yet, we love the 
sin, while we hate the serpent. 

Every day are we wounded with 
the sting of that old serpent, and 
complain not: and so much more 
deadly is that sting, by how much it 
is less felt. There is a sting of guilt ; 
and there is a sting of remorse : there 
is mortal venom in the first, whereof 
we are the least sensible; there is 
less danger, in the second. The Is- 
raelites found themselves stung by 
those fiery serpents in the desert ; and 
the sense oi their pain sent them to 
seek for cure. The vvotV^^ \& q^x ^^- 
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sert: and, as the sting of death is 
sin : so the sting of sin, is death, i 
do not more wish to find ease, than 
pain. If I complain enough, I can- 
not fall of cure. 

O thou which art the true Braien 
Serpent, lifted up in this wilderness, 
raise up mine eyes to thee, and fasten 
them upon thee. Thj mercy shall 
make my soul whole; my wound, 
sorereign. 

76. On the Ruins of an Abbey .r 

•It is not so easy to say, what it was, 
that huilt up these waUs ; as what it 
was, that pulled them down: even 
the wickedness of the possessors. 
Every stone hath a tongue, to accuse 
the superstition, hypocrisy, idleness, 
luxury of the late owners. Methinks, 
I see it written all along, in capital 
letters, upon these heaps, A fruitful 
land maketh he barren^ for the ini- 
quity of them that dwell therein. 
Perhaps, there wanted not some sa- 
crilege in the demolishers. In all the 
carriage of these businesses, there was 
a just hand, that knew how to make 
an wholesome and' profitable use of 
mutual sins. Full little did the build- 
e/v or the in -dwellers think, that this 
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costly and warm fabric should so soon 
end Tiolentlj in a desolate rubbish. 

It is not for us to be high-minded, 
bat to fear. No roof is so high, no 
wall so strong, as that sin cannot 
level it with the dust. Were any 
pile so close, that it could keep out 
air ; yet it could not keep out judg- 
ment, where sin hath been fore-ad^ 
mitted. In vain shall we promise 
stability to those houses, which we 
have made witnesses of and acces- 
saries to our shameful uncleannesses : 
the firmness of any building, is not 
so much in the matter, as in the 
owner. .Happy is that cottage, that 
hath an honest master ; and woe be 
to that palace, Uiat is viciously in- 
habited. 

77. On the Discharging of a Piece. 

Good Lord, how witty men are, to 
kill one another ! What fine devices 
they have found out, to murder afar 
o£f; to slay many at once; and so to 
fetch off lives, that, while a whole 
lane is made of carcases with one 
blow, nobody knows who hurt him! 
And what honour do we place in 
slaughter ! Those arms, wherein w« 
pride ourselves, are svicYi) ^* -vXcv-Osv 
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we or our ancestors have purchased 
with blood : the monuments of our 
glory, are the spoils of a subdued and 
slain enemy. Where, contrarily, all 
the titlea of God sound of mercy, and 
gracious respects to man: God the 
Father, is the Maker and Preserver 
of men : God the Son, is the Saviour 
of mankind: Grod the Holy Ghost, 
styles himself the Comforter. Alas, 
whose image do we bear, in this dis- 
position ; but his, whose true title is. 
The Destroyer ? It is easy, to take 
away the life : it is not easy, to give 
iU Give me the man, that can devise, 
how to save troops of men from kiU 
ling : his name shall have room in my 
■Calendar. There is more true honour 
in a civic garland, for the preserving 
of one sul^ect; than in a laurel, for 
the victory of many enemies. 

O God, there are enough, that bend 
their thoughts, to undo what thou 
hast made : enable thou me, to bestow 
my endeavours, in reprieving or res- 
cuing that, which might otherwise 
perish. O thou, who art our com- 
mon Saviour, make thou me both am- 
bitious and. able, to help to save some, 
other besides myself. 



XV f uur evLTSf out tor our hearts : 
calls U8 not only to our prayers, bu 
our preparation; to our prayers, 
the departing soul; to our preps 
tion, for o\w own departing. We h 
neyer so much n^ed of prayers, Bi 
our last combat: then is our gi 
Adversary most eager: then are 
the weakest : then nature is so ov 
laboured, that it gives us not leisu 
to make use of gracious motio 
There is no preparation, so necessa 
as for tbis conflict : all our life is lit 
enough to make ready for our 1 
hour. What am I better than i 
neighbours ? How oft ha(h this h 
reported to me, the farewell of ma 
more strong: and viirdrous bnHi<»a tVi 
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His sad friends stand gazing upon 
him, and weeping over him ; but they 
cannot succour him : needs must they 
leave him, to do this great work alone : 
none, but thou, to whom belong the 
issues of death canst relieve his dis- 
tressed and over-matched soul. And, 
for me, let no man die without me : 
as I die daily^ so tea<;h me to die 
once: acquaint me beforehand with 
that messenger, which I must trust 
to. Ohy teach me so to number my 
daySy that I may apply my heart to 
true wisdom. 

.79. On a Defamation dispersed. 

Were I the first or the best, that ever 
was slandered, perhaps it would be 
somewhat difficult, to command my- 
self patience. Gb'ief is wont to be 
abated, either by partners, or prece- 
dents : the want whereof dejects us 
beyond measure, as men singled out 
for patterns of misery. Now, while 
I find this the common condition of 
all, that ever have been reputed vir- 
tuous, why am I troubled witii the 
whisperings of false tong^nes ? 

O God, the Devil slandered thee 
in paradise. O Saviour, men slan- 
dered thee on earth, more than men 



r coBform me to thy 8uf- 
uld not be 80 happy, n 
>t 80 8piteful. O thou 
em of reproached inno- 
lay not die for thee, yet 
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n a Ring of BelU. • 

ry bell keeps due time and 
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her, or striking preposte- 
m harsh, and unpleasmg is 
\ So that, as we testity 
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portions of respects are not mutually 
obseryed, when either states or per- 
sons will be clashing with each oUier, 
the discord is grievous and extremely 
prejudicial. Such confusion either no- 
tifieth afire already kindled, or portend- 
eth it. Popular states may ring the 
changes with safety : but the Monar- 
chicid government requires a constant 
and regular course, of the set degrees 
of rule and inferiority ; which cannot 
be violated, without a sensible discon- 
tentment and danger. For me, I do 
so love the peace of the Church and 
State, that I cannot but, with the 
^charitable Apostle, say, Would to 
God, they were cut off that trouble 
them ; and shall ever wish, either no 
jars, or no clappers. 

81. On the Sight qfafull Table at 

a Feast. 

What great variety is here, of flesh, 
of fish ; of both, of either : as if both 
nature and art did strive to pamper 
us ! Yet methinks, enough is better 
than all this. Excess is but a bur- 
den; as to the provider, so to the 
guest. It pities and grieves me, to 
think what toil, what charge bath 
gvne, to the gathering of idl these 
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dainties together ; what pain so many 
poor creatures have been put to, in 
dying for a needless sacrifice to the 
belly ; what a penance must be done 
by every accumbent, in sitting out 
the passage through all these dishes ; 
what a task the stomach must be put 
to, in the concoction of so many mix- 
tures. I am not so austerely scru* 
pulous, as to deny the lawfulness of 
these abundant provisions, upon just 
occasions : I find my Saviour himself, 
more than once, at a feast: this is 
recorded, as well as his one long fast. 
Doubtless, our bountiful God hath 
given us his creatures, not for neces- 
sity only, but for pleasure : but these 
exceedings should be both rare and 
moderate; and, when they must be, 
require no less patience than tem- 
perance. 

Might I have my option, O God, 
give me rather a little, with peace and 
love. He, whose provision for every 
day was thirty measures of fine flour 
and threescore measures of meal, 
thirty oxen, a hundred sheep, besides 
venison and fowl, yet can pray. Give 
me the bread of sufficiency. Let me 
have no perpetual feast y but a good 
conscience: and, from these great 
preparations, for the lv^^\)ck ^>o'^ ^^ 
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soul and body, let me rise, rather 
hungry than surchai^ed. 

82, On the Hearing of a Lute well 
played on. 

There may be^ for ought we know, 
infinite inventions of art, the possi- 
bility whereof we should hardly ever 
believe, if they were fore-reported to 
us. Had we lived in some rude and 
remote part of the world ; and should 
have been told, that it is possible, 
.only by a hollow piece of wood, and 
jthe guts of beasts stirred by the fin- 
gers of men, to make so sweet and 
melodious a noise; we should have 
thought it utterly incredible: yet 
now, that we see and hear it ordina- 
rily done, we make it no wonder. 

It is no marvel, if we cannot fore- 
imagine what kind and means of har- 
mony, God will' have used by his 
saints and angels in heaven; when 
these poor matters seem so strange 
to our conceits, which yet our very 
senses are convinced of. 

O God, thou knowest infinite ways 
to glorify thyself by thy creatures, 
which do far transcend our weak and 
finite capacities. Let me wonder at 
thjr wisdom and power; and be more 



B there are many kinds of hypo- 
(8. Of all birds, this makes the 
»t shew, and the worst noise : so 
his is a hypocrite to the eye. 
re are others, as the blackbird, 
looks foul and sooty ; but sings 
. : this is a hypocrite to the ear. 
ire are others, that please us well, 
1 in their shew an4 voice ; but are 
is in their carriage and condition ; 
the popingay, whose colours are 
utiful, and noise delightful; yet 
fc apt to do mischief, in scratching 
1 biting any hand, that comes near 
these are hypocrites both to the 
> and 6ar. Yet there is a degree 
ther, beyond the example of all 
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84. On a penitent Malefactor. 

I KNOW not whether I should more 
admire the wisdom or the mercy of. 
God, in his proceedings with men. 
Had not this man sinned thus noto- 
riously, he had never heen thus happy. 
While his courses were fair and civil ; 
yet he was graceless : now, his mis- 
carriage hath drawn him into a just 
affliction ; his affliction hath humbled 
him. God hath taken this advantage 
of his humiliation, for his conversion. 
Had not one foot slipped into the 
mouth of hell, he had never been in 
this forwardness to heaven. 

There is no man so weak or foolish, 
as that he hath not strength or wit 
enough, to sin, or to make ill use of 
his sin : it is only the goodness of an 
Infinite God, that can makd our sin 
good to us, though evil in itself. 

O Grod, it is no thank to ourselves 
or to our sins, that we are bettered 
with evil. The work i» thine: let 
thine be the glory. 

85. On the Sight of a Lily. 

This must needs be a goodly flower, 
that our Saviour bath singled out, to 
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whether I go for a flower, or a weed, 
here ? Whethersoever, I must wither. 
O thoa, which art greater than Solo- 
mon, do thou clothe me with thy per- 
fect righteousness : so shall I flourish 
for ever, in the courts of the house of 
my God. 

86. On the Sight of a Coffin stuck 
with Flowers. 

Too fair appearance, is never free 
from just suspicion. While here was 
nothing hut mere wood, no flower was 
to he seen here : now, that this wood 
is lined with an unsavoury corpse, it 
is adorned with this sweet variety. 
The flr, whereof that coffin is made, 
yields a natural redolence alone ; now, 
that it is stuffed thus noisomely, all 
helps are too little to countervail that 
scent oi corruption. 

Neither is it otherwise in the liv- 
ing: perpetual use of strong per- 
fumes, argues a guiltiness of some 
unpleasing savour. The case is the 
same spiritually : an over-glorious 
outside of profession, implies some 
inward filthiness, that would hia es- 
cape notice. Our uncomely parts 
have more comeliness put on. Too 
much ornament imports extreme de- 
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Yea, those very angels, that see thy 
>face, are so respleQdently glorious, 
that we could not overlive the sight 
of one of their faces, who are fain to 
hide their faces from the sight of 
thine. How many millions attend 
thy throne above, and thy footstool 
below, in the ministration to thy 
Saints ! It is^ that thine invisible 
world, the communion wherewith can 
make me truly blessed. O God, if 
my body have fellowship here amongst 
beasts, of whose earthly substance it 
participates ; let my soul be nnited to 
thee, the God of Spirits ; and be raised 
up to enjoy the insensible society of 
thy blessed angels. Acquaint me be- 
forehand with those citizens and af- 
fairs of thy heaven ; and make me no 
stranger to my future glory. 

88. On the Stinging of a Wasp, 

How small things may annoy the 
greatest ! Even a mouse troubles an 
elephant ; a gnat, a lion : a very flea 
may disquiet a giant What weapon 
can be nearer to nothing, than the 
sting of this wasp ? yet, what a pain- 
ful wound hath it given me I That 
scarce-visible point how it envenoms, 
and TBakleB, and swdia up the flesh ! 
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89. Ow the Arraignment of a Felon, 

With what terror doth this malefac- 
tor stand at that bar ! his hand trem- 
bles, while it is lift up for his trial : 
his very lips quake, while he saith. 
Not guilty : his countenance con- 
demns him, before the judge ; and his 
fear is ready to execute him, before 
his hangman. Yet this judge is but 
a weak man, that must soon after die 
himself : that sentence of death , which 
he can pronounce, is already passed 
by nature, upon the most innocent : 
that act of death, which the law in- 
flicteth by him, is but momentary: 
who knows whether himself shall not 
die more painfully ? 

O God, with what horror shall the 
guilty soul stand before thy dreadful 
Tribunal, in the day of the great As- 
sizes of the World: while there is 
the presence of an Infinite Majesty, 
to daunt him ; a fierce and clamorous 
conscience, to give in evidence against 
him ; legions of ugly and terrible de- 
vib, waiting to seize upon him; a 
g^lf of unquenchable fire, ready to 
receive him : while the glory of the 
Judge is no less confounding, than 
the cruelty of the tormentors ; where 
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the sentence is unavoidable, and the 
execution everlasting ! Why do not 
these terrors of thee, my God, make 
me wise, to hold a privy sessions, 
upon my soul and actions ; that, be- 
ing acquitted by my own heart, I may 
not be condemned by thee ; and being 
judged by myself, I may not be con- 
demned with the world ? 

90. On the Crowing of a Cock. 

How harshly did this note sound, in 
the ear of Peter; yea, pierced his 
very heart ! Many a time had he 
heard this bird, and was no whit 
moved with the noise : now, there 
was a bird in his bosom, that crowed 
louder than this ; whose shrill accent, 
conjoined with this, astonished the 
guilty disciple. The weary labourer, 
when he is awakened from his sweet 
sleep by this natural clock of the 
household, is not so angry at this 
troublesome bird, nor so vexed at the 
hearing of that unseasonable sound, 
as Peter was, when this fowl awak- 
ened his sleeping conscience, and 
called him to a timely repentance. 
This cock did but crow, like others ; 
neither made or knew any difference 
of this tone and the lesl*. \}cwct^ vi'SkA 
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a Dirine hand, that ordered this morn- 
in^'s note, to be a summons of peni- 
tence. He, that foretold it, had fore- 
appointed it : that bird could not but 
crow then; and all the noise in the 
High Priest's hall could not keep that 
sound from Peter's ear. 

But, O Saviour, couldest thou find 
leisure, when thou stoodest at the bar 
of that unjust and cruel judgment, 
amidst all that bloody rabble of ene- 
mies, in the sense of all their fury 
and the expectation of thine own 
death, to listen unto this monitor of 
Peter's repentance; and, upon the 
hearing of it, to cast back thine eyes 
upon thy denying, cursing, abjuring 
disciple ? O mercy without measure, 
and beyond all the possibility of our 
admiration ; to neglect thyself, for a 
sinner ! to attend the repentance of 
one, when thou wert about to la^ 
down thy life for all ! 

O God, thou art still equally mei 
ciful. Every elect soul is no lei 
dear unto thee. Let the sound of t1 
faithful monitors smite my ears ; a 
let the beams of thy merciful e; 
wound my heart: so as I may 
forth, and weep bitterly. 
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91. On the Variety of Thoughts, 

When I bethink myself, how eter- 
nity depends upon this moment of 
life, I wonder how I can think oi any- 
thing, but heaven: bnt, when I see 
the distractions of my thoughts, and 
the aberrations of my life, I wonder, 
how I can be so bewitched, as, while 
I believe a heaven, so to forget it. 
All that I can do, is, to be angry at 
mine own vanity. My thoughts would 
not be so many, if they were all right. 
There are ten thousand by-ways, for 
one direct. As there is but one hea- 
ven, so there is bnt one way to it ; 
that living way, wherein I walk by 
faith, by obedience. All things, the 
more perfect they are, the more do they 
reduce themselves towards that unity, 
which is the centre of all perfection. 
O thou, who art one and infinite, 
draw in my heart, from all these strag- 
gling and unprofitable cogitations ; 
and confine it to thy heaven, and to 
thyself who art the heaven of that 
bcMiven. Let me have no life, but in 
thee ; no care, but to enjoy thee ; 
no ambition, but thy glory. Oh, 
make me thus imperfectly happy, be- 
fore my time; that^ ^Vi«cl td:^ ^\si^ 
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shall be no more, I may be perfectly 
happy with thee in all eternity. 

92. On the Sight of a Harlot 
carted. 

With what noise, and tamult, and 
zeal of solemn justice, is this sin pu- 
nished I The streets are not more 
full of beholders, than clamours. 
Every one strives to express his de- 
testation of the facty by some token 
of revenge : one casts mire, another 
water, another rotten eggs, upon the 
miserable offender. Neither^ indeed, 
is she worthy of less : but, in the 
mean time, no man looks home to 
himself. It is no uncharity to say, 
That too many insult in this just pu- 
nishment, who have deserved more. 

Alas, we men value sins, by the 
outward scandal ; but the wise and 
holy God, against whom only our sins 
are done, esteems them, according to 
the intrinsical iniquity of them, and ac- 

_ cording to the secret violation of his 
will and justice : thus, those sins, which 
are slight to us, are to him heinous. 
We, ignorants, would have rung Da- 
vid's adultery with basoni^; but as for 
his numbering of the people, we should 

hare passed it over as venial : the 
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wise justice of the Almighty found 
more wickedness in this, which we 
shoald scarce have accused. Doubt- 
less, there is more mischief in a secret 
infidelity, which the world either can- 
not know or cares not to censure, than 
in the foulest adultery. Public sins 
have more shame ; private may have 
more guilt. If the world cannot charge 
me of those, it is en^ragh, that I can 
charge my soul of worse. Let others 
rejoice, in these public executions: 
let me pity the sins of others, and be 
humbled under the sense of my own. 

93. On the Smell of a Rose* 

Smelling, is one of the meanest, and 
least useful of the senses : yet there 
is none of the five, that receives or 
gives »o exquisite a contentment as 
it. Methinks, there is no earthly 
thing, that yields so perfect a plea- 
sure to any sense, as the odour of the 
first rose doth to the scent. 

It is the wisdom and bounty of the 
Creator, so to order it, that those 
senses, which have more affinity with 
the body, and with that earth whereof 
it is made, should receive their delight 
and contentation by those things, 
which are bred of the «Qii^% V(&x 

A 
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those, which are more sprightful, and 
have more affinity with the soul, should 
be reserved for the perfection of their 
pleasure, to another world. There, 
and then only, shall my sight make 
my soul etemaliy blessed. 

94. On a cancelled Bond. 

While this obligation was in force, I 
was in servitude to my parchment: 
my bond was double ; to a payment, 
to a penalty : now, that is discharged, 
what is it better than a waste scroll ; 
regarded for nothing, but the witness 
of its own voidance and nullity. 

No otherwise is it with the severe 
law of my Creator. Out of Christ, 
it stands in full force ; and binds me 
over, either to perfect obedience, which 
I cannot possibly perform ; or to ex- 
quisite torment and eternal death, 
which I am never able to endure. But 
now, that my Saviour hath fastened 
it cancelled to his Cross, in respect 
of the rigour and malediction of it, I 
look upon it, as the monument of mj 
past danger and bondage : I know 
by it, how much was owed by me 
how much was paid for me. The d 
rection of it is everlasting : the ob' 
g^tioh by it unto death is frustrate. 



^o. On the Report of a 

by Sea. 

The earth and the water, 
them great givers, and I 
takers : : as they give matte 
tentation to all sublunary 
V BO 4hey take all back aga 
tiably devouring, at last, the 
their own wombs. Yet of 
the earth is both more benefi 
less cruel : for, as that yield 
most general maintenance, anc 
and supportation ; so it doth no 
i take ought from us, but tha 

> we resign over to it, and wl 
turally falls back unto it. ^ 
the water, as it aff^-''- 
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see, that might have firm ground 
under them, who yet will be trusting 
to the mercy of the sea! Yea, how 
many, that have hardly crawled out 
from a desperate shipwreck, will yet 
be trying the fidelity of that unsure 
and untrusty element ! • 

O God, how venturous we are, 
where we have reason to distrust! 
how incredulously fearful, where we 
have cause to be confident ! Who ever 
relied upon thy gracious providence 
and sure promises, O Lord, and iiatb 
miscarried ? Yet here, we pull in our 
faith, and make excuses for our dif- 
fidence. And if Peter have tried those 
waves to be no other than solid pave- 
ment under his feet, while his soul 
trod confidently; yet when a billow 
and a wind agree to threaten him, his 
faith flags, and he begins to sink. 

O Lord, teach me to doubt, where 
I am sure to find nothing but uncer- 
tainty ; and, to be assuredly confident, 
where there can be no possibility of 
any cause of doubting. 

96. On Sight of a bright Sky full 
of Stars, 

I CANNOT blame Empedocles, if he 
professed a desire to live upon earthy 
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poured out, like water ! Surely, the 
cruelty and ambition of the great have 
a heavy reckoning to make, for so 
many thousand souls. I condemn not 
just arms : those are as necessary, as 
the unjust are hateful. Even Michael 
and his Angels fight; and the style 
of God is, The Lord of Hosts : But, 
woe be to the man, by whom the 
offence cometh. Usurpation of others* 
rights, violation of oaths and contracts, 
and lastly erroneous zeal, are guilty 
oi all these public murders. Private 
men*s injuries are washed off with 
tears ; but wrongs done to princes and 
public states, are hardly wiped off but 
with blood. Doubtless, that fearful 
comet did not more certainly portend 
these wars ; *than these wars presage 
the approach of the end of the world. 
The earth was never without some 
broils, since it was peopled but with 
three men ; but so universal a com* 
bustion was never in the Christian 
world, since it was, 

O Saviour, what can I think of this, 
but that, as thou wouldest have a ge- 
neral peace, upon thy first coming 
into the world; so, upon thy second 
coming! thou meanest there shall be 
a no less general war upon earth? 
That peace made way for thy meek 
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appearance : this war, for thy dread- 
ful and terrible. 

98. On a Child crying. 

It was upon great reason, that the 
Apostle charges us,*not to be children 
in Understanding. What fools we 
all once are ! Even at first we cry and 
smile, we know not wherefore : we 
have not wit enough, to make signs, 
what hurts us, or where we complain : 
we can wry the mouth ; but not seek 
the breast : and if we want help, we 
can only lament, and sprawl, and die. 
After, when some months have taught 
us, to distinguish a little betwixt 
thingp9 and persons, we cry for every 
toy, even that which may most hurt 
us; and, when there is no other 
cause, we cry only to hear our own 
Doise ; and are straight stilled, with 
a grater : and if it be but upon the 
breeding of a tooth, we are so way- 
ward, that nothing will please us; 
and if some formerly-liked knack be 
g^Ten to quiet us, we cast away that 
which we have, if we have not what 
we would seem to like. We fear nei- 
ther fire, nor water : nothing scares 
us, but either a rod, or a feigned bug- 
bear. We misknow our pa.i«Ti\A\ xi^ 
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acknowledging any friend, but the 
tailor, that brings us a fine coat; or 
the nurse, that dresses us gay. The 
more that our riper years resemble 
these dispositions, the more childish 
we are; and more worthy, both of 
our own and others' censure. 

But again, it was upon no less rea- 
son, that the Apostle charges us, to 
be children in Maliciousness. Those 
little innocents bear no grudge ; they 
are sooner pleased than angry : and 
if any man have wronged them, let 
them but have given a stroke unto 
the nurse, to beat the offender, it is 
enough; at the same instant, they 
put forth their hand for reconcilement, 
and offer themselves unto those anns 
that trespassed. And when they are 
most froward, they are stilled with a 
pleasant song. The old word is, that 
'^ An old man is twice a child ; " but 
I say, happy is he, that is thus a child 
always. It is a great imperfection, 
to want knowledge ; but, of the two, 
it is better to be a child in under- 
standing, than a man in malicious- 
ness. 



wMouges. I have enjo]i 
fadi days: there was no r 
Bhoald not at last make act 
clouds and storms. Could I hs 
well, without any mixtures oi 
might have hoped for entire 1 
but, since I have intersperst 
ohedience with many sinful f\ 
and enormities, why do I think 
to interchange health with sick 
What I now feel, I know : I ai 
worthy to know, what I must 
Ab my times, so my measures, a 
the hands of a wise and good 
My comfort is, he, that sends 1 
evils, proportions them. If the 
Bharp, I am sure they are just : 
most, that I am c»t>oKi- • 
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pain, is but death. As for pain, if it 
be extreme, it cannot be long; and 
if it be long, such is the difference of 
earthly and hellish torments, it can- 
not be extreme. As for death, it is 
both unavoidable, and beneficial : there 
ends my misery, and begins my glory : 
a few groans are well bestowed, for a 
preface to an immortal joy. 

Howsoever, O God, thy messenger 
is worthy to be welcome. It is the 
Lord: let him dOy whatsoever he 
will. 

100. On the Challenge of a 
Promise. 

It is true, an honest man's word must 
be his master. When I have pro-> 
mised, I am indebted ; and debts may 
be claimed, must be paid. But yet, 
there is a great deal of difference, in 
our engagements: some things we 
promise, because they are due ; some 
things are only due, because they are 
promised. These latter, which are 
but the mere engagements of courtesy, 
cannot so absolutely bind us, that, 
notwithstanding any intervention of 
unworthiness or misbehaviour in the 
person expectant, we are tied to make 
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word good, though to the cutting 
our own throats. All favourable 
romises presuppose a capacity in the 
receiver : where that palpably faileth, 
common equity sets us free. I pro- 
mised to send a fair sword to my 
friend : he is, since that time, turned 
frantic : must I send it ; or be charged 
with unfaithfulness, if I send it not ? 
O God, thy title is The God of 
Truth. Thou canst no more cease 
to be faithful, than to be. How oft 
hast thou promised, that no g^ood thing 
shall be wanting to thine ; and yet 
we know, thy dearest children have 
^complained of want ! Is thy word 
therefore challengeable ? Far, far be 
this wicked presumption from our 
thoughts. No: these, thy promises 
of outward favours, are never but with 
a subintelligence of a condition of our 
capableness, of our expedience. Thou 
seest, that plenty, or ease, would be 
<mr bane : thy love forbears to satisfy 
UB, with a harmful blessing. We 
are worthy to be plagued with pre- 
judicial kindnesses, if we do not ac- 
knowledge thy wisdom and care in 
onr want. It is enough for us, that 
thy best mercies are our dues, because 
thy promises: we cannot too much 
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claim that, which thou hast absolute! 
engaged thyself to give ; and, in gi^ 
ing, shalt make us eternally happy. 

101. On the Sight of Flies. 

When I look upon these flies, an< 
gnats, and worms, I have reason t 
think, what am I to my Infinite Ore 
ator, more than these ? And, if thes 
had my reason, why might they no 
expostulate with their Maker, wh; 
they are but such ; why they live t 
so little purpose, and die withou 
either notice or use ? And, if I ha 
no more reason than they, I should be 
as they, content with any condition 
That reason, which I have, is not o 
my own giving : he, that hath givei 
me reason, might as well have givei 
it to them ; or have made me, as rea 
sonless, as they. There is no cause 
why his greater gift should make m< 
mutinous and malecontent. I wil 
thank my God, for what I am, fo 
what I have ; and never quarrel wit! 
him, for what I want. 




ies anew ; but to make use of 

.8 it finds us. The disposition 

much follows the temper of 

odily humours. This mixture 

lOurs, wrought upon by grace, 

1 that strange variety, which 

in professions pretendedly re- 

;. When grace lights upon a 

aelancholic spirit ; nothing is 

)d, but sullenness, and extreme 

ication, and dislike even of law- 

'eedom; nothing, but positions 

practices of severe austerity : 

, contrarily, upon the cheerful 

ively, all draws towards liberty 

yj ; those thoughts do now please 

which enlarge the heart -to mirth 

•- — !♦ \u fhft crreatest 
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103. On the Sight of a Scavenger 
working in the Kennel, 

The wise providence of God hath 
fitted men with spirits answerable to 
their condition. If mean men should 
bear the minds of great lords, no ser- 
vile works would be done : all would 
be commanders ; and none could live. 
If, contrarily, great persons had the 
low spirits of drudges, there could be 
no order, no obedience ; because there 
should be none to command. Now, 
out of ibis discord of dispositions, God 
hath contrived an excellent harmonj 
of government and peace t since, the 
use, which each sort must needs have 
of other, binds them to maintain the 
quality of their own ranks ; and to io 
Uiose offices, which are requisite for 
the preservation of themselves and the 
public. As inferiors then, must bless 
God, for the graces and authority of 
their betters; so must superiors no 
less bless him, for the humility and 
serviceableness of the meaner; and>. 
those, which are of the mid nunk^ 
must bless him for both. Jp 



ihoald rest in tnem, uu% poM 
;h them ; and, by their aid, dis- 
ome other things which I desire 

ny sach glasses my spol hath 
seth. I look through die glas 
) Creatures, at the power an< 
m of their Maker : I look throng 
;lass of the Scriptures, at th 
mystery of redemption, and tfa 
of a heavenly inheritance: 
through God*s Favours, at h 
te mercy; throiigh his Jud{ 
s, at his incomprehensible justic 
as these spectacles of mine pr 
ose a faculty in the eye, and ca 
l^ive me sight when I want it, b 
clear that sight which I hav 
tore can these glasses of the Grc 
I, of Scriptures, of Favours, a 
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dimness. But I have ill improved my 
age, if, as my natural eyes decay, my 
spiritual eye be not cleared and con- 
firmed: but, at my best, I shall ne- 
ver but need spectacles, till I come to 
see, as I am seeji, 

105. On Motes in the Sun. 

How these little motes move up and 
down in the sun, and never rest; 
whereas the great mountains stand 
ever still, and move not, but with an 
earthquake ! 

Even so light and busy spirits are 
in continual agitation, to little par- 
pose ; while great deep wits sit still, 
and stir not but upon extreme occa- 
sions. Were the motion of these 
little atoms as useful as it is restlem, 
I would rather be a mote than a moun- 
tain. 

106. On the Sight of a Bladder, 

Evert thing must be taken in his 
meet time : let this bladder alone till 
it be dry, and all the wind in the 
world cannot raise it up ; whereai 
now it is new and moist, the leas 
breath fills, and enlarges it. 
It ia no otherwise in ages and dii 
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itions. Inform the child in pre- 
cis of learning and virtue, while 
irs make him capable; how pli- 
7 he yieldeth! how happily is he 
tlenished with knowledge and good- 
is ! Let him alone, till time and 
example have hardened him ; till 
be settled in a habit of evil, and 
itracted and clang together with 
isual delights ; now he becomes at- 
ly indocible. Sooner may that 
dder be broken, than distended. 

107. On a Man sleeping, 

>o not more wonder at any man's 
, than at his, who professes to think 
nothing, to do nothing : and I do 
t a little marvel at that man, who 
''s he can sleep without a dream, 
r, the mind of man is a restless 
ng : and, though it give the body 
ve to repose itself, as knowing it is 
nortal and earthly piece ; yet, it- 
f, being a spirit, and therefore ac- 
e and indefatigable, is ever in mo- 
n. Give me a sea, that moves 
t ; a sun, that shines not; an open 
B, that sees not : and I shall yield 
)re may be a reasonable soul, that 
irks not. It is possible, that, through 
natural or accidental f^lM^v^^ ^ "^ 
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man may not perceive his own 
thoughts; as sometimes the eye or 
ear may he distracted not to discern 
his own objects ; hot, in the mean 
time, he thinks that, whereof he can- 
not giro an account : like as we 
many times dream, when we cannot 
report our fancy. I should more 
easily put myself to school unto that 
man, who undertakes the profession 
of thinking many things at once. In- 
Btantany motions are more proper for 
a spirit, than a dull rest. Since my 
mind will needs he ever working, it 
shall be my care, that it may always 
be well employed. 

108. On the Sight of a Death's- 
Head, 

I WONDER at the practice of the an- 
cient both Greeks and Romans, whose 
use was, to bring up a death*S'head, 
in the midst of their feasts ; on pur-> 
pose, to stir up their guests to drink 
harder, and to frolic more : the sight 
whereof, one would think, should have 
rather abated their courage ; and have 
tempered their jollity. 

But however it was with them, who 
believed there was nothing after death ; 
that the consideration of the short 



Occasional Meditations. 123 

time of their pleasures and being, 
spurred them on to a free and full 
fruition of that mirth and excess, 
which they should not long live to 
enjoy : yet to us, that are Christians ; 
and therefore, know that this short 
life doth but make way for an eter- 
nity of joy or torment afterwards, and 
that after the feast we must account 
of a reckoning; there cannot be a 
greater cooler for the heat of our in- 
temperate desires and rage of our ap-^ 
petites, than the meditation of the 
shortness of life and the certainty of 
death. Who would over* pamper a 
body, for the worms ? Who would be 
so mad, as to let himself loose to that 
momentary pleasure of sin, which ere 
long must cost him everlasting pain 
and misery ? For me, methinks this 
head speaks oo other language, than 
this: ''Lose no time: thou art dy-* 
ing : do thy best : thou mayest do 
good but a while ; and shalt &ire well 
ever." 

109. On the Sight of a left-handed 

Man. 

It is both an old and easy observa* 
tion, that, however the senses are 
alike strong and active on 1\\<^ tv^x 
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side and on the left ; yet that the 
limbs on the right side are stronger 
than those of the left, because they 
are more exercised than the other: 
upon which self-same reason it must 
follow, that a left-handed man hath 
more strength in his left arm than in 
his right. 

Neither is it otherwise in the soul. 
Our intellectual parts grow vigorous 
with emplo3naient ; and languish with 
disuse. I have known excellent preach* 
ers and pregnant disputants, that have 
lost these faculties with lack of ac- 
tion ; and others, but meanly qualified 
with natural gifts, that have attained 
to a laudable measure of abilities by 
improvement of their little. I would 
rather lack good parts, than that good 
parts should lack me. Not to have 
great gifts^ is no fault of mine ; it is 
my fault, not to use them. 

110. On the Sight of an old, tin- 
thatched Cottage, 

There cannot be a truer emblem of 
crazy old age : mouldered and clay 
walls ; a thin, uncovered roof ; bend- 
ing studs ; dark and broken windows ; 
in short, a house ready to fall on.>the 
head of the indweller. 
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The best body is but a cottage : if 
newer and better timbered, yet such 
as age will equally impair, and make 
thus ragged and ruinous; or, before 
that, perhaps casualty of fire, or tem- 
pest, or violence of an enemy. One 
of the chief cares of men is, to dwell 
well. Some build for themselves; 
fair, but not strong : others build for 
posterity; strong, but not fair, not 
high : but happy is that man, that 
builds for eternity ; as strong, as fair, 
as high as the glorious contignations 
of heaven. 

111. On the Sight of a fair Pearl. 

What a pure and precious creature 
is this; which yet is taken out of the 
mud of the sea ! Who can complain 
of a base original, when he sees such 
excellencies so descended ? These 
shell-fishes, that have no sexes, and 
therefore are made out of corruption, 
what glorious things they yield, to 
adorn and make proud the greatest 
princesses ! 

. God's great works go not by likeli- 
hoods. How easily can he fetch glory 
out of obscurity, who brought all out 
of nothing ! 
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112. On a Screen, 

Mbthinks this screen, that stands 
betwixt me and the fire, is like some 
good friend at the court ; which keeps 
me from the heat of the unjast dis- 
pleasure of the great, wherewith I 
might perhaps otherwise be causelessly 
scorched. 

But how happy am I, if the inter- 
position of my Saviour, my best Friend 
in Heaven, may screen me from the 
deserved wrath of that great God, 
who is a consuming fire. 

113. On a Bur-leaf, 

Neither the vine, nor the oak, nor 
the cedar, nor any tree that I know 
within our climate, yields so great a 
leaf, as this weed ; which yet, after 
all expectation, brings forth nothing 
but a bur, unprofitable, troublesome. 

So have I seen none make greater 
profession of religion, than an igno« 
rant man ; whose indiscreet forward* 
ness yields no fruit, but a factious dis- 
turbance to the Church, wherein he 
lives. Too much shew is not so much 
better than none at all, as an ill fruit 
j3 worse than none at all. 



auch in pleasant sonnda as a bird 
whence it is, that both it spends s 
nuch time in singing, and is moi 
ipt to imitate those modalations whic 
it hears from men. 

Frequent practice, if it be volui 
bary, argues a delight in that whic 
we do; and delight makes us mo 
apt to practise, and more capable 
perfection in that we practise. 

O God, if I take pleasure in tl 
Law, I shall meditate of it with cor 
fort, spei^k of it with boldness, ai 
practise it with cheerfulness, 

116. On the Sight of a Man yaw 

ing. 
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From hence it is easy to see the 
ground of our Saviour's expostulation 
with his persecutor, Saul, Saul, why 
persecutest thou me? The Church 
is persecuted below : he feels it above ; 
and complains. So much as the per- 
son is more apprehensive, must he 
needs be more affected. 

O Saviour, thou canst not but be 
deeply sensible of all our miseries and 
necessities : if we do not feel thy 
wrongs, and the wanta of our breth- 
ren, we have no part in thee. 

116. On the Siffhi of a Tree lopped. 

* In the lopping of these trees, experi- 
ence, and good husbandry, hath taught 
men, to leave one bough still growing 
in the top ; the better to draw up the 
sap from the root. 

The like wisdom is fit to be ob- 
served in censures ; which are in- 
tended altogether for reformation, not 
for destruction. So must they be in- 
flicted, that the patient be not utterly 
discouraged, and stript of hope and 
comfort : but that, while he suffereth, 
he may feel his good tendered ; and 
his amendment both aimed at, and ex- 
pected. 

P God, if thou shouldest deal with 



t. How imworttiy am i ot tDis 
rcy ; if, while thou art thus indul- 
it unto me, I be severe and cruel 
others, perhaps less ill-deserving 
in myself ! 

7. On a Scholar that offered Vio- 
lence to himself, 

\D this man lain long nnder some 
linent discontentment, it had been 
sy to find out the motive of his mis- 
rriage. Weak nature is easily over* 
id with impatience : it must be only 
e power of grace, that can grapple 
ith vehement evils, and master them, 
ut here, the world cannot say, what 
mid be fruiltv of occasionins: this 
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k, that 

earn drmw tibtm^ to ai 
^oBiD^ flf life, »d pnnk cf dnth ? 
WbjdioaU I dimlitcl' prcTMlni^ witli 
my own heart, bj the powerful over* 
roliBgof God's Spint, toeoateam life 
and to affect death, fer dM sake of 
m J Sarionr, in exchai^ of a few mi- 
serable moBients fer ^ernitj of jaj : 
when I see men, npon aa ynreawm 
able soggestion of that Enl Spirit, 
caat a waj their lives fernothing; and 
BO baat^iing their temporal death, 
that they hazard an eternal ? 



1 18. On the Coming in of the 
Judge. 

The construction of men and their 
actions, is altogether according to the 
disposition of the lookers on. The 
same face of the Judge, without any 
inward alteration, is seen, with ter^ 
ror by the guilty, with joy and oonfi<» 
by the oppressed innocent : like 
Sb# #ajD0 lips of die Bridegroom 



Bf though a sweet, jet a conirar^ 
ATOur to the different receivers : an 
be same sun comforts the stron 
tight, dazzles the weak. 

For a man to affect,- either to do c 
ipeak that which may be pleasing l 
ill men, is but a weak and idle amb 
don ; when we see him, that is ini 
oitely good, appear terrible to mo] 
than he appears lovely. Goodness 
itself, with whatever eyes it is look< 
upon. There can be no safety f 
that man, that regards more the ce 
sure of men, than the truth of bein 
He, that seeks to win all hearts, ha 
lost his own. 
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descending : many stones light upon 
Stephen's head, in the instant of his 
seeing the heav.ens opened, and Jesus 
standing at the right hand of God. 
Lo, Jacoh, resting upon that one 
stone, saw but the angels : Stephen, 
being to rest for once under those 
many stones, saw the Lord of the An* 
gels. Jacob saw the Angels moying : 
Stephen saw Jesus standing. As Ja- 
cob therefore afterwards, according 
to his vow, made there an altar to 
God ; so Stephen now in the present 
gathers these stones together, of which 
he erected a holy altar, whereon he 
offered up himself a blessed sacrifice 
unto God. And, if there be a time 
^if gathering stoneSf and a time of 
casting them away ; this was the 
time, wherein the Jews cast, and 
Stephen gathered up these stones for > 
a monument of eternal glory. O 
blessed Saint, thou didst not so clearly 
see heaven opened, as heaven saw 
thee covered : thou didst not so per* 
fectly see thy Jesus standing, as he 
saw thee lying patiently, courageously 
under that fatal heap. Do I mistake 
it ? or are those stones, not flints and 
pebbles ; but diamonds, and rubies, 
and carbuncles to set upon thy crowa 
of glory ? 



ir heads all the day: and it, by 
16 violence, they be unseasonably 
;ed out of their secrecy, how are 
y followed and beaten by the birds 
:he day ! 

Vith us men it is contrary. The sons 
Iarknessdo,with all eagerness of ma- 
), pursue the children of the light, 
1 drive them into comers, and make 
rey of them : the opposition is alike ; 
t Uie advantage lies on the worse 
e. Is it, for that the spiritual light 
no less hateful to those children of 
rkness, than the natural night is to 
3se cheerful birds of the day ? or is 
for that the sons of darkness, chal- 
iging no less propriety in the world 
«•» aUa ^A«mri Ark in fViA lio'htftome air. 



n 
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works of darkness, so they are justly 
reserved to a state of darkness. 

121. On the Sight of a well-fleeced 

Sheep. 

What a warm winter-coat hath God 
provided, for this quiet innocent crea- 
ture ! As, indeed, how wonderful is 
his wisdom, and goodness, in all his 
purveyances I Those creatures, which 
are apter for motion and withal most 
fearful hy nature, hath he clad some- 
what thinner ; and hath allotted them 
safe and warm hurrows, within the 
earth : those, that are fit for labour 
and use, hath he furnished with a 
strong hide : and, for man, whom he 
hath thought good to bring forth na- 
ked, tender, helpless ; he hath endued 
his parents and himself with that nob- 
ble faculty of reason, whereby he may 
provide all manner of helps for him- 
self. Yet again, so bountiful is Qod 
in his provisions, that he is not la- 
vish; so distributing his gifts, that 
there is no more superfluity than 
want : those creatures, that have 
beaks, have no teeth ; and those, that, 
have shells without, have no bones 
within : all have enough ; nothing 
/jatb all. Neither is it otherwise in 



^^ uuouiuie aeiecty as froi 

fection^ 

I desire not to comprehend, O 
teach me to do nothing, but wo: 

122. On the Hearing of Thw 

There is no gprace, whereof I fi 
general a want in myself and ol 
as an awful fear of the infinite 
jesty of God. Men are ready t 
fec^ and profess a kind of famili 
with God, out of a pretence of 1 
whereas if they knew him aright, 
could not think of him without di 
nor name him without trembl 
Their narrow hearts strive to cone 
of him, according to the scantlin. 
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men, that will be circumscribing the 
powerful acts of the Almighty, within 
the compass of natural causes; for« 
bearing to wonder, at what they profess 
to know. Nothing but ignorance can 
be guilty of this boldness. There is 
no Divinity, but in an humble fear ; 
no philosophy, but a silent admira- 
tion« 

123. On the Sight of a Hedgehog • 

I MARVELLED, at the first reading, 
what the Greeks meant by that pro- 
verb of theirs, '^ The fox knows many 
pretty wiles, but the hedgehog knows 
one great one : " but, when I qpnsi- 
dered the nature and practice of this^ 
creature, I easily found the reason of 
that speech ; grounded upon the care 
and shift, that it makes for its own 
preservation. While it is under co- 
vert, it knows how to bar the fore- 
door against the cold northern and 
eastern blasts ; and to open the back- 
door, for quieter and calmer air. When 
it is pursued, it knows how to roll up 
itself round within those thorns^ witk 
which nature hath environed it : «o 
as the dog, instead of a beast, finds 
now nothing but a ball of pricks to 



dgehogy while be saitb. If thou be 
•se, thou shalt be wise for thyself 
le main care of any creature is self- 
Bsenration : whatsoever doth that 
sty is the wisest. These creatures, 
At are all body, have well improved 
e instincts of nature, if they can 
ovide for their bodily safety : man, 
at is a reasonable soul, shall have 
>ne nothing, if be make not sure 
)rk for the better part. 
O God, make me soul- wise : I shall 
ver envy their craft, that pity my 
nplicity. 

124. On the Sight of a Goat. 
fiifl creature is in an ill name. It 
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hand, whom God hath set aside to so 
fearful a damnation. They are here 
mixed with the flock : their colour 
differs nothing from the sheep ; or if 
we do discern them, hy their rougher 
coat and odious scent, we sever our- 
selves from them : but, the time shall 
come, when he shall sever them from 
us, who hath appointed our innocency 
to the fold, and their harmfulness to 
an everlasting slaughter. Onwards, 
if they climb higher than we ; and 
feed upon those craggy clifl^, which 
we dare scarce reach to with our eyes ; 
their boldness is not greater than their 
danger, neither is their ascent more 
perilous than their ruin deadly. 

125. On the Sight of the Blind and 
the Lame, 

Here is a true natural commerce of 
senses. The blind man hath legs ; 
the lame man hath eyes : the lame 
man lends his eyes to the blind ; the 
blind man lends his legs to the lame ; 
and now both of them move, where 
otherwise both must sit still and pe* 
rish. It is hard to say, whether is 
more beholden to other : die one gives 
strength, the other direction; both of 
them equally necessary to motion. 



n arm : one, a tongue ; another, 

I, He, that knows wherefore 

de all, hath taken order, to im- 

every part to the benefit of the 

What do I wish ought that 

useful ? And if there be any 

in me, that may serve to the 

)f others, it is not mine, but the 

h*s. I cannot live, but by 

: it were injurious, if others 

I not likewise share with me. 

On the Sight of a Map of the 
World. 

p a poor little spot is a country ? 
1 may hide with his thumb, the 
territories of those, that would 
counted monarchs. In vain, 
I the great Cham, or the great 
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son of that vast circle of heaven, 
wherewith they are encompassed ! 

It is not easy for a man to be known 
to that whole land wherein he lives : 
but if he could be so famous, the next 
country perhaps never hears of his 
name: and, if he can attain to be 
talked of there, yet the remoter parts 
cannot take notice that there is such 
a thing : and if they did all speak of 
nothing else, what were he the bet- 
ter ? O the narrow bounds of earthly 
glory! O the vain affection of hu- 
man applause ! Only that man is 
happily famous, who is known and 
recorded in heaven. 

127. On the Sight of Hemlock. 

There is no creature of itself evil : 
misapplication may make the best so : 
and there is a good use to be made of 
the worst. This weed, which is too 
well proved to be poisonous, yet to 
the goat is medicinal ; as serving, by 
the coldness of it, to temper the fe- 
verous heat of that beast. So we see 
the marmoset eating of spiders ; both 
for pleasure and cure. 

Our ignorance may not bring a 

acandal upon God's workmanship ; 

or, if it do, his wisdom knows how, 
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to make a good use even of our in- 
jury. I cannot say, but the very ve- 
nom of the creatures is to excellent 
purpose : how much more their bene- 
ficial qualities ! If ought hurt us, the 
fault is ours ; in mistaking the evil 
for good : in the mean time, we owe 
praise to the Maker, and to the crea- 
ture a just and thankful allowance. 

128. On a Flower-de-Luce. 

This flower is but unpleasingly ful- 
some for scent ; but the root of it b 
80 frag^tint, that the delicatest ladies 
are glad to put it into their sweet 
bags : contrarily, the rose tree hath a 
sweet flower, but a savourless root : 
and the sa£fron yields an odoriferous 
and cordial spire, while both the 
flower and the root are nnpleasing. 
It is with vegetables, as with metals. 
God never meant to have his best 
always in view : neither meant he to 
have all eminences concealed. He 
would have ns to know him, to be 
both secretly rich, and openly boun- 
tiful. If we do not use every grace 
in its own kind, God loses the thanks 
and we the benefit. 
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129. On the sight of two TreeSy one 
highf the other broad. 

Those trees, that shoot up in height, 
are seldom broad ; as, contrarily, those 
trees, that are spreading, are seldom 
tall: it were too much ambition in 
that plant, which would be both ways 
eminent. 

Thus it is with men. The cove- 
tous man, that affects to spread in 
wealth, seldom cares to aspire unto 
height of honour: the proud man, 
whos« lieart is set upon preferment, 
r^gmrds not, in comparison thereof, 
Ui* growth of his wealth. There is a 
|iMr shroh in a valley, that is neither 
HiU nor boroad, nor cares to be either, 
wliich speeds better than they both. 
TIm tall tree is cut down, for timber ; 
the broad tree is lopped, for fire- 
wood ; besides, that the tempest hath 
power on them both: whereas the 
low shrub is neither envied by the 
wind, nor threatened by the axe ; but 
fostered rather, for that little shelter 
which it affords the shepherd. If 
there be glory in greatness, mean- 
ness hath security. Let me never 
envy their diet, that would rather be 
unsafe, than inglorious. 



from brate creatures : withoi 
ch, what is man, but a two-leg^ 
Bt? Andy as all precious thin^ 
tender, and subject to misca 
^ ; so is this, above others : tl 
at of some little sleep, the violent 
a fever, or one cup too much, pu 
into utter distemper. What a 
make of this thing? man, I ca 
t call him. He hath shape; 
bh a dead corpse, as well as h 
hath life ; so hath a beast, as w 
he : reason, either for the time 
th not ; or, if he have it, he hatl: 
depraved and marred for the ex 
« of it, that brutishness is mu 
18 ill-beseeming; Surely, the i 
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131. On the Whetting of a Scythe. 

Recreation is intended to the mind, 
as whetting is to the scythe ; to sharp- 
en the edge of it, which otherwise 
would grow dull and blunt. He, 
therefore, that spends his whole time 
in recreation, is ever whetting, liever 
mowing: his grass may grow, and 
his steed starve. As, contrarilj, he, 
that always toils and never recreates, 
is ever mowing, never whetting ; la- 
bouring much to little purpose : as 
good no scythe, as no edge. Then 
only doth the work go forward, when 
the scythe is so seasonably and mode- 
rately whetted, that it may cut ; and 
so cuts, that it may have the help of 
sharpening. I would so interchange, 
that I neither be dull with work, nor 

idle and wanton with recreation. 

• 

132. On the Sight of a Loohing- 
Glass, 

When I look in another man's face, 
I see that man ; and that man sees^ 
me, as I do him : but, when I look in' 
my glass, I do not see myself; I tee 
only an image or representation o 
myself: howsoever it is iike me, yc 
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it is not I. It is for an ignorant 
child, to look behind the glass ; to 
find out the babe, that he seeth : I 
know it is not there ; and that the re- 
semblance varies, according to the 
dimness or different fashion of the 
glass. 

At our best, we do but thus see 
God, here below. One sees him more 
clearly; another, more obscurely: but 
all, in a glass. Hereaflter, we shall 
see him, not as he appears, but as he 
is : so shall we see him in the face, 
as he sees tts : the face of our glori- 
fied spirits shall see the glorious face 
of him, who is the God of Spirits. In 
the mean time, the proudest dame 
shall not more ply her glass, to look 
upon that face of hers, which she 
thinks beautiful; than I shall gaze 
upon the clearest glass of my thoughts, 
to see that face of God, which I know 
to be infinitely fair and glorious. 

133. On the Shining qfa Piece of 
rotten Wood. 

How bright doth this wood shine ! 
When it is in the fire, it will not 
BO beam forth, as it doth in this cold 
darkness. What an emblem is here 
of our future estate I Thia ^\&^^^ 

H 
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while it grew in the tree, shone not 
at all: now, that it is putrifiedy it 
casts forth this pleasing lastre. 

Thus it is with us: while we live 
here, we neither are nor seem other 
than miserable; when we are dead 
once, then begins our glory : then ' 
doth the soul shine in the brightness 
of heavenly glory ; then doth onr 
good name shine upon earth, in those 
beams, which, before, envy had either 
held in or over-cast. Why are we so 
over-desirous of our growth, when we 
may be thus advantaged, by our rot- 
tenness ? 

134. On an Ivy-Tree, 

Behold a true emblem of false love. 
Here are kind embracements, but 
deadly : how close doth this weed 
cling unto that oak, and seems to hug 
and shade it ! but, in the mean time, 
draws away the sap ; and, at last, 
kills it. 

Such is a harlot*s love : such is a 
parasite's. Give me that love and 
friendship, which is between the vine 
and the elm ; whereby, the elm is no 
whit worse, and the vine much the 
better. That wholesome and noble 
plant doth not so close wind itself 



en, know to measure love, not 

fession and compliment, which 

monly most high and vehement 

falsest, but by reality of per- 

Qce. He is no enemy, that 

me not : I am not his friend, 

1 1 desire not to benefit. 

135. On a Quartan Ague. 

lVE known, when those things, 
h have made a healthful man 
, have been the means of making 
!k man whole. The quartan hath 
d been justly styled the shame of 
licians ; yet, I have more thar 
I observed it to be cured by a sur- 

•'^mAtimes used 



— ■ *m 



148 Occasional Meditations. 

rash bloodshed. It matters not greatly, 
what the medicine be, while the physi* 
cian is infinitely powerful, infinitely 
skilful. What danger can there be of 
my safety, when God shall heal me, 
as well by evil, as by good ? 

136. On the Sight of a loaded Cart, 

It is a passionate expression, wherein 
God bemoans himself of the sins of 
Israel, Ye have pressed me, as a cart . 
is pressed with sheaves. An empty 
cart runs lightly away : but if it be 
soundly loaden, it goes sadly, sets 
hard, groans under the weight, and 
makes deep impressions; the wheelr 
creak, and the axle-tree bends; and 
all the frame of it is put unto the ut- 
most, stress. 

He, that is Omnipotent, can bear 
any thing, but too much sin : his jus- 
tice will not let his mercy be over- 
strained. No marvel, if a guilty soul 
say. Mine iniquity is greater than I 
can hear ; when the Infinite God 
complains of the weight of men's sins. 
But, let not vain men think, that God 
complains out of the want of power, 
but out of the abundance of mercy. 
He cannot be the worse for our sins : 
we are. It grieves him, to be over* 
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provoked to our punishment. Then 
doth he account the cart to crack, yea 
to break, when he is urged to break 
forth into just vengeance. 

O Saviour, the sins of the whole 
world lay upon thee : thou sweatedst 
blood, under the load. What would 
become of me, if I should bear but 
one sheaf of that load; every ear 
whereof, yea, every grain of that ear, 
were enough to press down my soul 
to the nethermost hell. 

137. On the Sight of a Dwarf. 

Amongst all the "bounteous gifts of 
Grod, what is it, that he hath equally 
bestowed upon all ; except it be our 
very being, while we are ? He hath 
not given to all men the same stature 
of body, not the same strength of wit, 
not the same capacity of memory, not 
the same beauty of parts, not the 
same measure of wealth or honour. 

Thus bath he done also in matter 
of g^race. There are spiritual dwarfs : 
there are grants. There are perfect 
men ; children ; babes ; embryos. 
This inequality doth so much more 
praise the mercy and wisdom of the 
Giver, and exercise the charity and 
thankjfulnesa of the receivet^ T^<^ 
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essence of oar Humanity doth not 
consist in Btatare : he, that is little of 
growth, is as much man, as he, thftt 
is taller. Even so also spiritnally, 
the quantity of grace doth not make 
the Christian, bnt the trcth of it. I 
shall be glad and ambitions, to add 
cubils to my height; but, vithal. it 
shall comfort me to know, that I can- 
not be so low of stature, as not to 
reach unto heaven. 

138, On an importunate Beggar. 

It was a good rule of hira, that bade 
US learn to pray of beg'gars. With 
what zeal, doth this man sue ! With 
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jn sure I want no less, than the need- 
est : the danger of my want is g^eatec : 
he alms, that I crave, is better ; the 
tore and mercy of the Giver, infi- 
litely more. 

Why shouldest thou give me, O 
jrod, that which I care not to ask ? 
)h, g^ve me a true sense of my wants : 
^d then, I cannot be cool, in asking ; 
hou canst not be difficult, in conde* 
sending. 

139. On a medicinal Potion. 

low loathsome a draught is this! 
How offensive, both to the eye, and 
o the scent, and to the taste ? Yea^ 
he very thought of it, is a kind of 
lickness: and, when it is once down, 
ny very disease is not so painful for 
he time, as my remedy. How doth 
t turn the stomach, and wring the 
mtrails ; and works a worse distemper, 
han that, whereof I formerly com- 
>lained ! And yet it must be taken, 
for health: neither could it be so 
nrholesome, if it were less unpleasing ; 
leither could it make me whole, if it 
iid not first make me sick. 

Such are the chastisements o€ G^> 
ind the reproofs of a imxA\ Vvt^^ 
rouhleaomef gprievouB •• VixxV va ^^ 
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end, they yield the peaceable fruit 
of righteousness. 

Why do I turn away my head, and 
make faces, and shut mine eyes, and 
stop my nostrils, and nauseate and ab« 
hor to take this harmless potion for 
health ; when we have seen mounte- 
banks, to swallow dismembered toads, 
and drink the poisonous broth after 
them, only for a little ostentation and 
gain? 

It is only weakness, and want of 
resolution, that is guilty of this squeam- 
ishness. Why do not I cheerfully 
take, and 'quaff up that bitter cap of 
affliction, which my wise and good 
God hath mixed for the health of my 
soul? 

140. On the Sight of a Wheel. 

The Prophet meant it for no other 
than a fearful imprecation against 
God's enemies, O my God^ make 
them like unto a wheel: whereby, 
what could he intend to signify, but 
instability of condition, and sudden 
violence of judgment ? Those spokes 
of the wheel, that are now up, are^ 
sooner than sight or thought, whirled 
down ; and are straight raised up 
again, on purpose to be depressed. 
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Neither can there he any motion so 
rapid and swift, as the circular. 

It is a great favour of God, that he 
takes leisure in his affliction ; so pu- 
nishing us, that we have respites of 
repentance. There is life and hope, 
in these degrees of suffering; but 
those hurrying and whirling judg- 
ments of God have nothing in them, 
but wrath and confusion. 

O Lord, rebuke me not in thine 
anger. I cannot deprecate thy re- 
buke : my sins call for correction : 
but I deprecate thine anger. Xhou 
rebukest, even where thou lovest. So 
rebuke me, that, while I smart with 
thy rod, I may rejoice in thy mercy. 
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THE BREATHINGS 
DEVOUT SOU 
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NORWICH. 




THE BREATHINGS OF THE 
DEVOUT SOUL. 

I. 

^LESSED Lord God, thou 
callest me to obedience ; 
and &in would I follow 
thee : but what good can 
this wretched heart of mine be capable 
of, except thou put it there ? Thou 
knowest I cannot so much as wish to 
think welly without thee. I have strong 
powers to offend thee : mj sins are 
my own : but whence should I have 
any inclination to good, but from 
thee ; who art only, and all good ? 
Lord, work me to what thou requirest ; 
and then, require what thou wilt. 

n. 

Lord God, whither need I go to 
seek thee ? Thou art so with me, as 
that I ^cannot move but la t^<^. ^^ 
Jook up to heaven t Vhet^ Wbww "^^^ 
Majesty most mwufeaX* \\»^^\ ^^"^^ 



j.j,Bf«*5^ 



lU- 



do., to *..•)■?„,, „=»•«• 



the Devout Soul. 169 

an eye upon this wretched and perish- 
ing world. 

IV. 

Lord, I confess, to my shame, thou 
art a great loser hy me : for, besides 
my not improving of thy favours, I 
have not kept even-reckonings with 
thee : I have not justly talh'ed up by 
thy inestimable benefits. Thy very 
Privative Mercies are both without 
and beyond my account; for every 
evil, that I am free from, is a new 
blessing from thee : that I am out of 
bondage, that I am out of pain and 
misery, that I am out of the domi- 
nion of sin, out of the tyranny of 
Satan, out of the agonies of an af- 
flicted souly out of the torments of 
hell ; Lordy how unspeakable mercies 
are these ! yet, when did I bless thee 
for any of them? Thy Positive Boun- 
ties I can feel ; but with a benumbed 
and imperfect sense. Lord, do thou 
enlarge and intenerate my heart : 
make me truly sensible, as of my good 
received, so of my escaped evils ; and 
take thou to thyself the glory of them 
both. 

V. 

Ah, my Lord God, what heats and 
colds do I feel in my soul ! SomA- 



d 
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times, 1 find myself so rigorous in 
grace, that no thought of doubt dare 
shew itself; and, meChinks, I durst 
challenge my hellish enemies : ano- 
ther while, 1 fee) myself so dejected 
and henrtleas, as if I had no interest 
in the God of my Salvation, nor nercr 
had received any cert 
hie favour. What shall I say ti 
various dispoaitiou ? Whether, Lord, 
is it my wretchedness to aufier myself 
to be robbed of thee, for the time, by 
temptation ? or, whether is this the 
course of thy proceedings, in the dis- 
pensation of thy graces, to the sons 
of men ; that thou wilt have the 
breathings of thy Spirit, as where, ag 
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VI. 

O MT God, I am justly ashamed to 
think what favours I have received 
from thee, and what poor retiiniB I 
have made to thee. Truly, Lord, I 
must needs say, thou hast thought no- 
thing either in earth or in heaven too 
good for me : and I, on the other 
side, have grudged thee that weak and 
worthless obedience, which thou hast 
required of me. Alas, what pleasure 
could I have done to thee who art in- 
finite, if I had sacrificed my whole 
self to thee, as thou commandest ? 
Thou art and wilt be thyself, though 
the world were not : it is I, I only, 
that could be a gainer by this happy 
match; which, in my own wrong, I 
have un thankfully neglected. I see 
it is not so much what we have, as 
how we employ it. O thou, t}iat hast 
been so bountiful in heaping thy rich 
mercies npon me, vouchsafe to grant 
me yet one g^ft more : give me grace, 
and power, to unprove all thy g^fts to 
the glory of the Giver ; otherwise, it 
had been better for me to have been 
poor than ungrateful. 
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VII. 

Ah, Lordy what straggling have I. 
with my weak fears ! How do I an- 
ticipate my evils by distrast ! What 
shall I do, when I am old? How 
shall I be able to endure pain ? How 
shall I pass through the horrid gates 
of death ? Oh, my God, where is my 
faith, that I am thus surprised ? Had 
I not thee to uphold and strengthen 
my soul, well might I tremble and 
sink under these cares : but now, that 
I have the assurance of so strong a 
helper, as commands all the powers of 
heaven, earth, and hell, what a shame 
is it for me, to give so much way to 
my wretched infidelity, as to punish 
myself with the expectation of future 
evils ! Oh for the victory ^ that over- 
comes the world, even our faith! I 
John V. 4. Thou, O God, art my 
refuge and strength, a very present 
help in trouble : therefore will I not 
fear, though the earth be removed, 
and though the mountains be carried 
into the midst of the sea; Psalm 
jdvi. 1, 2. 

VIII. 

Lord, I made account my days 
should have been but an inch; but 



^. ^^a aast thus long ret 
me from my grave, which looke 
me many years ago. Here I ai 
my Grod, attending thy good pleai 
Thou knowest host what thou ha 
lo with me : dispose of me as i 
wilt: only make me foithfal, in 
thy sendees; resolate, to trust i 
lelf with thee in all events ; care: 
he approved of thee in all my wa^ 
nd crown my decayed age with su 
nits, as may he pleasing to thee, a 
railahle to tiie good of many : lastl 
t me live to thee, and die in thee. 

IX. 

How oft. Lord, have I wondered 
the strange carriao^* -^^ ^' ' 
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ners, to make saints ! out of a des- 
perate confusion y to fetch order; out 
of a bloody war, a happy peace ; oat 
of resolutions of revenge, love; out 
of the rocky waters ; out of a perse- 
cutor, an apostle ! How can I be dis* 
couraged with unlikelihoods, when I 
see thee work by contraries? It is 
not for me, O my God, to examine or 
prejudge thy counsels : take what 
ways thou wilt, so thou bring me to 
thine own end : all paths shall be di- 
rect, that lead me to blessedness. 

X. 

How many good purposes, O my 
God, have I taken up, and let fall to 
the ground again without effect ! How 
teeming hath this barren womb of my 
heart been of false conceptions ! But, 
especially, when thy hand hath been 
smart and heavy upon me in mine- af- 
fliction, how have I tasked myself 
with duties, and revived my firm re-* 
solutions of more strict obedience ; 
which yet, upon the continuance of 
my better condition, I have slackened ! 
Lordy it is from thee, that I purposed 
well : it is from my own sinful weak- 
ness, that I failed in my performances. 
If any good come from me, the ¥^ill 
aad the deed must be both thine; 
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The very preparattom of the heart 
are from thee ; Proy. zvi. 1 : and, if 
I have devised my way, it must be 
thou that directest my steps; Prov. 
xvi. 9, O God, do thou ripen and 
perfect all the good motions, that thou 
puttest into my soul ; and make my 
health but such, as my sickness pro- 
mised. 

XI. 

Evert man, Lord, is unwilling 
that his name should die : we are all 
naturally ambitious, of being thought 
on when we are gone: those, that 
have not living monuments to perpe- 
tuate them, affect to have dead: if 
Absalom have not a son, he will erect 
a pillar. Yet, when we have all done^ 
time eats us out at the last : There is 
no remembrance of the wise more 
than of the fool for ever: seeing 
thaty which now is, in the days to 
come shall all be forgotten; £ccl. 
ii. 16. O God, let it be my care and 
ambition, whatever become of my me- 
mory here below, that my name may 
be recorded in heaven. 

XII. 

Tnr wise Providence, O O^A^'W^ 
10 ordered it, that eveT7 towvi^ mvo.^ 



.J 
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seeks and finds contentment in some 
thing: otherwise it could not he, since 
we most meet with so frequent crosses 
in the world, hut that man's life would 
he hnrdensome to him. One takes 
pleasure in his hawk or hound ; ano- 
ther, in his horses and furnitures: 
one, in fair buildings; another, in 
pleasant walks and heautiful gardens : 
one, in travelling abroad ; another, in 
the enjoying of the profits and plea- 
sures of his home : one, in a comfor- 
table wife ; another, in loring and 
dutiful children. But, when all is 
done, if there be not somewhat else to 
uphold the heart in the evil day, it 
must sink. O God, do thou jpossess 
my soul of thee : let me place all my 
felicity in the fruition of thine infi- 
nite goodness : so, I am sure the woret 
of the world hath not power to render 
me other than happy. 

XIII. 

O Lord God, under how opposite 
aspects do I stand, from the world! 
how variously am I construed by men I 
One pities my condition ; another 
praises my patience ; one favours me, 
out of the opinion of some good, that 
he thinks he sees in me ; another dis- 
J/kes me, for some imagined evil. 
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it are the eyee or tongues of men 
e ? Let me not know what they 
or think of me, and what am I 
)etter or worse for them ? They 
tiaye no inflaence upon me, with- 
ay own apprehension. All is, in 
; terms I stand with thee, my 
: if thou he pleased to look upon 
with the eye of thy tender mercy 
impassion, what care I to he un- 
Y hrow-heaten of the world ? If 
y he hlessed with thy favour, let 
be made a gazing-stock io the 
d, to angels, and to men, 

XIV. 

ieakf Lord, for thy servant hear^ 

what is it, which thou wouldest 

me do, that I may find rest to 

soul? I am willing to exercise 

)lf in all the acts of piety, which 

requirest : I am ready to fast, to 

, to read, to hear, to meditate, to 

nunicate, to g^re alms, to exhort, 

mish, reprove, comfort where 

hiddest me ; and, if there he any 

r duty appertaining to devotion 

ercy, let me serve thee in it : hut, 

O my Grod, howsoever I know 

3 works are, in themfi^Vivik, ^^- 

ing unto thee ; yet, %& VJci«3 Sj^ 

mj wretchednesB, lYvcy «t^ «Xs&sv- 
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ed with go maaj imperfectioiu, that I 
have more reason to crave pardon for 
theni, than to put confidence in them ; 
and if 1 could perfarm them never bo 
exquisitely, yet one sin is more than 
enough to dash all my obedience. I 
see, then, O Lord, 1 well see, there 
ia no act, that I can he capable to do 
unto thee, wherein I can find any re- 
pose : it muat be thine act to me, 
which only can effect it. It is thy 
gracious word, Come unto me, all ye 
that labour, and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you Test ; Malth. si, 
23. Lo, this rest must he thy gift; - 
not mv earning: and what can be 
■rift? Thou givest It then, 
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XV. 

O Blessed Saviour, what strange 
variety of conceits do I find concern- 
ing thy thousand years' reig^ ! What 
riddles are in that prophecy, which 
no human tongue can aread ! Where 
to fix the beginning of that marvel- 
lous millenary, and where the end; 
and what manner of reign it shall be, 
whether temporal or spiritual, on earth 
or in heaven; undergoes as many 
constructions, as there are pens that 
have undertaken it: and yet, when 
all is done, I see thine Apostle speaks 
only of the souls of thy martyrs, reign- 
ing so long with thee; not of thy 
reigning on earth so long, with those 
martyrs. How busy are the tongues 
of men, how are their brains taken 
up, with the indeterminable construc- 
tion of this enigmatical truth ; when, 
in the mean time, the care of thy 
spiritual reign in theii! hearts is neg- 
lected ! O my Saviour, while others 
weary themselves with the disquisition 
of thy personal reign here upon earth 
for a thousand years, let it be the 
whole bent and study of my soul, to 
make sure of my personal rei^ ^xxlc^ 
thee in heaven to all eteimt^ • 
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XVL 

Blessed be thy name, O God, who 
hast made a good use even of hell 
itself. How many atheous hearts have 
been convinced, by the very opera- 
tions of devils! Those, which would, 
with the stupid Sadducees, persuade 
themselves there are no spirits ; yet, 
when they have sensibly found the 
marvellous effects wrought even by 
the base instruments of Satan, they 
have been forced to confess. Doubtless 
there'is a God that rules the world: 
for, so great powers of evil spirits 
must necessarily evince the greater 
powers of good. It is of thy wise and 
holy dispensation, that thy good an- 
gels do not so frequently exhibit 
themselves, and give so visible demon- 
strations of their presence to thy saints, 
as the evil angels do to their vassals, 
though they are ever as present and 
more powerful. What need they, 
when thou so mightily overrulest 
those malignant spirits, that thou fore- 
est from them thine own glory, and 
advantage to thy chosen ? Lord, how 
much more shall all thy other crea^ 
tures serve to thy praise, when thy 
very hellish enemies shall proclaim 
^hy Justice, goodness, omnipotence ! 



^ 



. 2 .w»«/|#u«rs OI Old, ki 

w to speak well, but live ill ! H 
ny have written books of chen 
y and given very confident dir 
QS for the finding out of that p 
us stone of the philosophers ! 1 
w many have indeed made gol« 
actice is that, which thou, O Gc 
efiy requirest and respectest ; w 
t said, If ye know these thin^ 
ssed are ye if you do thev 
owledge pvffeth vp, but love ed 
h} 1 Cor. viii. 1. O Lord, c 
1 enlighten mine eyes with tl 
wledge of thy will : but, above al 
hou rectify my affections ; guia 
feet into the ways of thy com 
dments ; apply my heart to fuH 
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,dare do those things, which will draw 
upon them eternity of torments ! What 
shall I say, hut, The fool hath said 
in his heart, There is no God? 
Surely, men love themselves well 
enough ; and would he loth to do that, 
which would procure them an inevit- 
ahle misery and pain. Did they, 
therefore, believe there were another 
world, and that they must he called 
to a strict reckoning for all their ac- 
tions, and be doomed to an everlasting 
death for their wicked deeds, they 
durst not, they could not do those 
acts, which should make them eter- 
nally miserable. Let me say to the 
most desperate ruffian, '* There is poi- 
son in this cup : drink this draught, 
and thou diest ; '* he would have the 
wit to keep his lips close, and cast the 
potion to the ground : were it not for 
their infidelity, so would men do, to 
the most plausible, but deadly, offers 
of sin. O Lord, since I know thy 
righteous judgments, teach me to trem- 
ble at them: restrain thou my feet 
from every evil way ; and teach me 
so to walk, as one, that looks every 
hour to appear before thy just and 
dreadful Tribunal. 
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XIX. 

The longer I live, O my God, the 
more do I wonder at all the works of 
thy hands. I see sach admirahle ar- 
tifice in the very least and most de- 
spicable of all thy creatures, as doth 
every day more and more astonish my 
observation. I need not look so far 
as heaven, for matter of maiyel, though 
therein thou art infinitely glorious; 
while I have but a spider in my win- 
dow, or a bee in my garden, or a worm 
under my feet: every one of these 
overcomes me with a just amazement : 
yet can I see no more than their very 
outsides; their inward form, which 
gives their being and operations, I can- 
not pierce into. The less I can know, 
O Lord, the more let me wonder ; and 
the less I can satisfy myself with mar- 
velling at thy works, the more let me 
adore the majesty and omnipotence of 
thee, that wroughtest them. 

XX. 

Alas, my Lord God, what poor, 
weak, impinrfect services are those, 
even at the best, that I can present 
thee withal! How lean, lame, %!ci\ 
hiemiahed sacrificeB,&o IVaii^^a ^\si» 
altar! I know tbou ait \»otOa^ ^^ ^^'^'^ 
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than my soul is capable to perfonn ; 
and fain would I tender thee the best 
of thine own : but, what I would, that 
I do not : Rom. vii. 15 : yea, cannot 
do. Surely, had I not to do with an 
infinite mercy, I might justly look to 
be punished for my very obedience. 
But now, Lord, my impotence re- 
dounds to the praise of thy goodness : 
for, were. I more answerable to thy 
justice, the glory of thy mercy would 
be so less eminent in my remission 
and acceptance. Here I am before 
thee, to await thy good pleasure : thou 
knowest whether it be better to give 
me more ability, or to accept of that 
poor ability thou hast given me ; but 
since when thou hast given me most, 
I shall still and ever stand in need of 
thy forgiveness; let my humble suit 
be to thee always, rather for pardon of 
my defects, than for a supply of thy 
graces. 

XXI. 

O MT God, how do I see many 
profane and careless souls spend their 
time injollity and pleasure! The harp, 
and the viol, the tdbret and the jnpe, 
and wine, are in, their feasts^ Isaiah 
V. 12; while I, that desire to walk 
c/cae with thee, in all conscionabla 



,.»« epiriuf: tney have a work 
ly withal ; but I have a God to 
ce in: their sports are trivial 
>meiitarj; my joy is serious 
erlasting : one dram of my mirtl 
>rth a pound of theirs. But, I o 
», O Lord, how much I am want 
myself, in not stirring up this h 
3 of spiritual joy ; but suffering 
lie raked up, under the dead asl 
a sad neglect. O thou, who 
) God of Hope, quicken this ht 
ily a£Fection in my soul; and j 
with all joy and peace in belii 
; Rom. XV. 13. Make my hes 
much more light than the worl 
f s, by how much my estate is ha 
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that I live, being so fiercely assaulted 
by those principalities and powers : it 
were more than wonder, if I should 
escape soch hands, without a wound. 
Even that holy servant of thine, who 
strove with thine angel for a blessing, 
went limping away, though he pre- 
vailed : what marvel is it, that so weak 
a wretch as I, striving with many evil 
angels for the avoidance of a curse, 
come o£F with a maim or a scar ? But, 
blessed be thy name, the wounds, that 
I receive, are not mortal ; and, when 
I fall, it is but to my knees : whence 
I rise with new courage and hopes of 
victory. Thou, who art the God of all 
Power, and keepest the keys of hell 
and death, hast said. Resist the Devii, 
and he will fiee from you : Lord, I 
do and will, by thy merciful aid, still 
and ever resist : make thou my faith 
as stedfast, as my will is resolute. Oh, 
still teach thou my hands to war y and 
my Jiggers to fight ; Psalm cxliv. 1. 
Arm thou my soul with strength ; and, 
at last, according to thy gracious pro- 
mise, crown it with victory. 

XXIII. 

O Lord God, how ambitious, how 

covetous of knowledge, is this soul of 

miae I As the eye is not satined with 
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seeing f nor the earjilled with hear* 
ing ; Eccl. i. 8, do more is the mind 
of man with underBtanding : yea, so 
insatiable is my heart, that the more I 
know, the more I desire to know, and 
the less I think I know. Under hea- 
ven, there can be no bounds set to this 
intellectual appetite. Oh, do thou 
stop the mouth of my soul with thy- 
self, who art infinite. Whom have I 
in heaven^ but thee? and there is 
none upon earthy that I desire besides 
thee ; Psalm Ixxiii. 25. Alas, Lord, 
if I could know all creatures, with all 
their forms, qualities, workings ; if I 
could know as much to innocent Adam, 
or wise Solomon ; yea more, if I could 
know all that is done in earth or hea- 
ven ; what were my soul the better, if 
it have not attained the knowledge of 
thee? Since, as the Preacher hath 
most wisely observed. In much wisdom 
is much grief; and he, that increas- 
eth knowledge f increaseth sorrow ^ 
Eccl. i. 18. Oh, then, set off my 
heart from affecting that knowledge, 
whose end is sorrow ; and fix it upon 
that knowledge, which brings ever- 
lasting life : And this is life eternal^ 
to know thee, the only true God.\ 
and Jesus Christy iwKom tjvou V.a&\. 
sent; John xvii. 3. 




XXIV. 
O MY God, what miserable uncer- 
tainties there are, in these worldly 
hopes 1 But yesterday, I made account 
of an eminent advantage of my estate, 
i\hich now ends in a deep loss. How 
did we lately feed ourselves with the 
hope of a firm and during peace, which 
now shuts up in too much blood ! 
How confidently did I rely upon the 
promised favour of some great friends, 
which now leave me in the suds, as 
the acorn of (a. miscalled) fortune ! In 
how slippery places, O Lord, do our 
feet stand! if timt may be said to 
stiiiii), tthicli is ever slldinj;, never 
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work again, and eat again, and un- 
dress, and sleep again ; and, thus 
wearing out my time, find a satiety in 
all these, troublesome. Lord, when 
shall I come to that state, wherein I 
shall do nothing but enjoy thee, do 
nothing but praise thee ; and, in that 
one work, shall find such infinite con- 
tentment, that my glorified soul can- 
not wish to do any other : and shall 
therein alone bestow a blessed eter- 
nity ? 

XXVI. 

O God, how troublesome and pain- 
ful do I find this sun of thine, whose 
scorching beams beat upon my head ! 
and yet this excellent creature of thine 
is that, to which, under thee, we are 
beholden for our very life ; and it is 
thy great blessing to the earth, that 
it may enjoy these strong and forcible 
rays from it. Oh, who shall be able 
to endure the burning flames of thy 
wrath, which thou intendest for the 
punishment and everlasting torment 
of thine enemies ? And if me^ shall 
blaspheme the Name of thee, the God 
of Heaven, (Rev. xvi. 9.) for the 
great heat of that beneficial ct^^^toax^^ 
what shall we tViink l\vc^ ^"^ ^^ ^^^ 
that ere, whicVi bYv^W \i^ cw^nwssvxv'^ 

1 
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them to all eternity ? Lord, keep my 
soul from those flames, which shall 
be ever bomingy and never either 
quenched or abated. 

XXVII. 

Which way, O Lord, which way 
can I look, and not see some sad ex- 
amples of misery? One wants his 
limbs, with Mephibosheth ; another, 
his sight, with Bartimeus; a third, 
with I^zanis, wants bread and a whole 
skin : one is pained in his body ; ano- 
ther, plundered of his estate ; a third, 
troubled in mind: one is pined in 
prison ; another, tortured on the rack ; 
fi third, lang^isheth under the loss of 
a dear son, or wife, or husband. Who 
am I, Lord, that, for the present, I 
enjoy an immunity from all these sor- 
rows ? I am sure, none groans under 
them, that have deserved them more. 
It is thy mercy, thy mere mercy, O 
my good God, that any of these cala- 
mities have fallen beside me. Oh, 
make me truly thankful for thine in- 
finite goodness ; and yet only so sen- 
sible of thy gracious indulgence tiiis 
way, as that when any of these evils 
shall seize upon me, I may be no 
more dejected in the sense of them. 



■% 



9 of men ! To one, thoa I: 
m vigour of body; to anotl 
ity ; beauty to a third : to « 
tb of judgment ; to another, qui 
s of apprehension: to one, ret 
9 and rarity of invention ; to a 
r, tenacity of memory : to one, 
iwledge of liberal arts ; to anotl 
exquisitenesB of manuary sk 
one, worldly wealth ; to anotl 
lour : to one, a wise heart ; to i 
r, an eloquent tongue : to < 
re than enough ; to another, < 
tment with a little : to one, vale 
smother, sagacity. These favo 
Lord, thou hast promiscuously 
"sed, amongst both thy friends 
miies : but. Oh ! how transceoi 
I those spiritual mercies, which ' 
it TRRerved for thine own : 



182 The Breathings of 

blessings, I desire to be thankful to 
thy bounty ; for which of them, O 
God, can I either merit or requite? 
but, Oh for a soul truly and eagerly 
ambitious of those thy best mercies ! 
Oh, let me ever long for them, and 
ever be insatiable of them. Oh, do 
thou fill my heart with the desire of 
them, and let that desire never find 
itself filled. 

XXIX. 

How comfortable a style is that, O 
God, which thine Apostle gives to thy 
heaven, while he calls it The inherit^ 
ance of the saints in light! None 
can come there, but Saints : the 
rooms of this lower world are taken 
up, commonly, with wicked men, with 
beasts, with devils; but, into that 
heavenly Jerusalem, no unholy thing 
can enter. Neither can any Saint be 
excluded thence : each of them have, 
not only a share, but an entire right 
to thy glory. And how many just 
titles are there, O Saviour, to that 
region of blessedness ! It is thy Fa- 
ther's gift ; it is thy purchase : it is 
thy Saints' inheritance; theirs, only 
in thy right ; by thy gracious adop- 
tion they are sons, and, as sons, heirsi 
co-heirs with thee of that blessed pa- 
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oQony ; Rom. viii. 17 ; so feoffed 
on them, so possessed of them, that 
iy can never he disseised. And, 
rd, how glorious an inheritance it 
! An inheritance in light, in light 
comprehensible, in light inacces- 
'le. Lo, the most spiritual of all 
f visible creatures is light ; and yet 
B light is but the effect and emana- 
n of one of thy creatures the sun, 
d serves only for the illumination 
this visible world : but that super- 
1 light is from the all-glorious beams 
thy Divine Majesty, diffusing them- 
ves to those blessed spirits, both 
gels and souls of thy saints, who 
e in the joyful fruition of thee to all 
)mity. Alas, Lord, we do here 
'ell in darkness, and under an un- 
mfortable opacity, while thy face is 
luded from us with manifold tempta- 
ns : there above, with thee is pure 
'ht, a constant noon-tide of glory : 
im here under a miserable and ob- 
iire wardship. Oh, teach me to de- 
ise the best of earth ; and ravish my 
al with a longing desire, of being 
ssessed of that blessed inheritance 
' the saints in light. 
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XXX. 

What outward blessing can be 
sweeter, tban civil peace ? what ja^- ' 
ment more heavy, than that of the 
sword? Yet, O Savioor, there is a 
peace, which thoa disclaimest ; and 
there is a sword, which thoa chal- 
longest to bring : peace with oar cor- 
ruptions, is war against thee; and 
that war in our bosoms, wherein the 
Spirit fighteth against the Flesh, is 
peace with thee. Oh, let thy Good 
Spirit raise and foment this holy and 
intestine war, more and more, within 
me. And, as for my outward spiri- 
tual enemies, how can there be a vic- 
tory, without war? and how can I 
hope for a crown, without victory? 
Oh, do thou ever gird me with strength 
to the battle : enable thou me to re- 
sist unto blood : make me faithful to 
the death, that thou mayest give me 
the crown of life. 

XXXI. 

O Lord God, how subject is this 
wretched heart of mine to repining 
and discontentment ! If it may not 
have what it would, how ready it is, 
like a fro ward child, to throw away 
what it hath ! I know and feel this 
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to be out of that natural pride, which 
is so deep rooted in me ; for, could I 
be sensible enough of my own unwor« 
thiness, I should think every thing 
too good, every thing too much for 
me. My very being, O Lord, is more 
than I am ever able to answer thee ; 
and how could I deserve it, when I 
was not ? but, that I have any helps 
of my well-being here, or hopes and 
means of my being glorious hereafter, 
how far is it beyond the reach of my 
soul ! Lord, let me find my own No* 
thingness : so shall I be thankful for a 
little ; and, in my very want, bless thee« 

xxxu. 

Where art thou, O my God ? Whi- 
ther hast thou withdrawn thyself? 
It is not long, since I found thy com- 
fortable presence with my soul : now, 
I miss thee, and mourn and languish 
for thee. Nay, rather, where art 
thou, O my soul ? My God is, where 
he was; neither can be any other^ 
than, himself: the change is in thee, 
whose inconstant disposition varies 
continually, and cannot find itself 
fix.ed upon so blessed an object. It 
will never be better with ma^ O \k^ 
God, until it shall p\eaB% ifittft»\» «''^o--" 
i/isA my heart with thy free ^ig^T^ » 
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9t% wwatjs 

U 
wM; aoht mt hm ^nji 
ia aa laraible and fiudifid ; 
let rfthr wuftucg ; ail 
be oat of thiae aD-seaag cfe ; oo let 
fluae ejco bo crer beat opoa tface, who 
•It ia?isiblo. Thoa, dmt hast gma 
mt ojco, iaprore tfaea to thj glorj 
tad mjfaappuwM. 

XXXUL 

Mt bosoniy O Lord, is a Rebekah^s 
womb: there are twiasstrhriagwidiia 
it ; a Jacob, tad Eeaa ; the Old maa, 
aad the New. While I was in the 
barren state of my nnregeneration, all 
was qoiet within me : now, this strife 
is both troublesome and painfbl; so 
as nature is ready to say, If it he so, 
why am I thu$ ? Geo. xxr. 22. Bat, 
withal, O my God, I bless thee for 
this happy unquietness; for I know 
there is just cause of comfort in these 
inward strugglings : my soul is now 
not unfruitful; and is cooceired widi 
a holy seed, which wrestles with my 
na^uraJ corruptions ; aad, if my Emu 
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hare got the start in the priority of 
time, yet my Jacob shall follow him 
hard at the heel, and happily sup- 
plant him ; and, though I must nou- 
rish them bothy as mine, yet I can, 
through thy grace, imitate thy choice, 
and say with thee, Jacob have I 
lovedy and Esau have I hated. 
Blessed God, make thou that word of 
thine good in me, that the elder shall 
serve the younger, 

XXXIV. 

Alas, my Lord Ood, how small 
matters trouble me ! eyery petty oc- 
currence is ready to rob me of my 
peace; so as, methinks, I am like 
some little cock-boat in a rough sea, 
which every billow topples up and 
down, and threats to sink. I can 
chide this weak pusiUanimity in my- 
self : but it is thou, that must redress 
it. Lord, work my heart to so firm a 
lettledness upon thee, that it may ne- 
ver be shaken ; no, not with the vio- 
lent gusts of temptation, much less 
with the easy gales of secular mis- 
acddents. Even when I am hardest 
pressed in the multitude of the sor- 
rows of my heart, let thy comf cnVs^ t^- 
iheab my soul: but for lYiei^ ^v^^ 
nomea, oh teach me to d^^v%^ ^««v\ 
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na not worthy of my notice, much 
loM of my vexation. Let mj heart 
bo taken up with thee; and then, 
what care I, whether the world smile 
or frown t 

XXXV. 

What a comfort it is, O Saviour, 
tKai llwm ait tktjirst fruits of them 
t\ti^ :iittfp» ^ TImim» that die in thee, 
J^V«l9l!U|k Tboa aaidst so once of 
iVy VaawFWk a»l majest saj so of 
^aia f|pM^ : W 4o^ bat sleep still. 
Hi» iM :»li^ was bat shOTt ; tbislat- 
%^\ l6ftW|^ JoBger, is no less tnie: 
iHH <)4f wIikIi, he shall no less sordy 
aw«k% at thy second call; than he 
M Wlore, at thy first His first sleep 
asHi) waking was singular ; this latter 
la the same with ours: we all lie 
4own in our bed of earth, as sure to 
wake, as ever we can be to shut our 
eyes. In and from thee, O blessed 
Saviour, is this our assurance, who 
art the first fruits of them that 
sleep. The first handful of the first* 
fruits was not presented for itself; 
but for the whole field, wherein it 
grew : the virtue of that oblation ex' 
tended itself to the whole crop. Ne- 
ther didst thou, O Blessed Jesu, i 

ia for thyself only ; but the ptfi 
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aead, both just and u\ 
xziv. 15; yet, to rise b} 
^ * of thy resurrection, is st 
^ thine own, as that thou, 

^ : hast stiled it the resurrea 
jf just; Luke xiv. 14 ; whi 
dL ' shall be dragged out of th« 
It- ' by the power of thy Godhea 
i: dreadful judgment. Alrea< 

J fore, O Jesu, are we risen 

t and as sure shall rise in our 

r sons. The locomotive faci 

the head : thou, who art oi 
art risen ; we, who are thy i 
* must and shall follow. Say 
r my dying body, say boldly un 
Rejoice not over me, mini 
for thovnh r ^ - 
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glorious body : Phil. iii. 21. The 
same power, that could shake off 
death, can put on glory and majeslj^ 
Lay thee down, therefore^ O my body, 
quietly and cheerfully; and look to 
rise, in another hue : thou art sown 
in corruption, thou shalt be raised m 
incorruption ; thou art sown in dis^ 
honour, thou shalt be raised in glo^ 
ry ; thou art sown in weakness^ but 
shalt be raised in power ; 1 Cor. zr. 
42, 43. 

XXXVI. 

In this life, in this death of the 
body, O Lord, I see there are no de- 
grees, though differences of time. 
The man, that died yesterday, is as 
truly dead; as Abel, the first man 
that died in the world : and Methu- 
selah, that lived nine hundred sixty- 
nine years, did not more truly live ; 
than the child, that did but salute and 
leave the world. But, in the life to 
come, and the second death, there are 
degrees : degrees of blessedness, to 
the glorified ; degrees of torments, to 
the damned ; the least whereof is un- 
speakable, unconceivable. O thou^ 
that art the Lord of Life and Death, 
keep my soul from those steps, that 
g'o down to the chambers of death; 



v/ jiORD my God, I am as ver 
g^rim, as ever walked upon 
rth : why should I look to be 
jT better condition^ than mj neig 
iirsy than my forefathers? £v 
) best of them, that were most ^x 
on their inheritance, were no oth 
in strangers at home : it was n 
the power of the world to natura 
them ; much less, to make thei 
ol themselves free denizens hei 
iw : they knew their countr)^ 
ch they sought, was above ; so in 
ely rich and pleasant, that thesi 
hly regions, which they must past 
igh, are, in comparison, worth} 
othing but contempt; Hteb* xi 
4, 15. Mv n^"J^*= • 
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Why do I not long to see and enjoy 
my Father's house ? O my GU>d, 
thou, that hast put me into the state 
of a pilgrim, give me a pilgrim's 
heart : set me off from this wretched 
world, wherein I am : let me hate to 
think of dwelling here : let it be my 
only care, how to pass througl} this 
miserable wilderness, to the prombed 
land of a blessed eternity. 

XXXVIII. 

One talent at the least, O Lord, 
hast thou put into my hand ; and that 
sum is great to him, that is not worth 
a dram : but, alas, what have I done 
with it ? I confess I have not hid it 
in a napkin ; but have been laying it 
out to some poor advantage: yet, 
surely, the gain is so unanswerable, 
that I am a^aid of an audit. I see 
none of the approved servants in the 
Gospel brought in an increase of less 
value than the receipt; Luke xiz. 16 
— 19:1 fear I shall come short of 
the sum. O thou, who justly boldest 
thyself wronged with the style of an 
austere Master, vouchsafe to accept 
of my so mean improvement; and 
thou, who valuedst the poor widow's 
mites above the rich gifts cast into 
thy treasuryi be pleased to allow of 
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▼oor to entertain thee into oor hearts ; 
bot, that tboQ shooldest hnportane us 
to admit thee, and shooldest wait at 
the poata of oar doors, till thy head 
he filled with dew, and thy lochs with 
the drops of the nighty (Cant. t. 2) 
it is soch a mercj, as there ia not 
room enough in our sools to wonder 
at. In the mean time, what shall I 
say to oar wretched nnthankfolness, 
and impious negligence? Hioa hast 
g^raciously invited us to thee, and hast 
said, hnoch and it shall be opened; 
and yet thou continuest knocking at 
oor doors, and we opened not; wil- 
lingly delaying to let in our hapjH- 
ness. We know how easy it were for 
thee, to break open the brazen doors 
of our breasts, and to come in; bat 
the Kingdom of Heaven suffers not 
violence from thee, though it should 
suffer it from us. Thou wilt do all 
thy works, in a sweet and gracious 
way ; as one, who will not force, but 
win love. Lord, I cannot open, unless 
thou, that knock est for entrance, wilt 
be pleased to enable me with strength 
to turn the key, and to unbolt this un- 
wieldy bar of my soul. O do thoa 
make way for thyself, by the strong 
motions of thy Blessed Spirit, into 
the inmost rooms of my heart; and 




io tho 
3wn I 
ever e 
serabl 



In 

Asapl 
from 1 
gracu 
the te 
next I 
not t 
weak] 



196 The Breathings of 

Micah vii. 18, 19 : but thou canst no 
more forget to be gracious, thaa thou 
canst cease to be thyself. O my GSod, 
I sin against thy justice hourly, and 
thy mercy interposes for my remis- 
sion : but, oh, keep me from sinning 
against thy mercy. What plea can 
I hope for, when I l^ave made my ad- 
vocate mine enemy P 

XLI. 

How happy, O Lord, is the man, 
that hath thee for his God ! He can 
want nothing, that is good I he can 
be hurt by nothing, that is evil : his 
sins are pardoned; his good endea- 
vours are accepted; his crosses are 
sanctified ; his prayers are heard : all, 
that he hath, are blessings; all, that 
he suffers, are advantages : his life is 
holy ; his death, comfortable ; his es- 
tate after death, glorious. Oh, that 
I could feel thee to be my God, that 
I could enjoy a heavenly communion 
with thee I In vain should earth or hell 
labour to make me other than blessed. 

XUI. 

How just a motion is this of thine, 

O thou sweet singer of Israel, O love 

the Lord J all ye his saints) Psalm 

xxxL 23. Surely, they can be no 



.w^ Kjaints, if he had w 
goodness to himself? Ii 
hath made them Saints, 
inunicated his goodness 
challengeth all love from 
being made such, how in 
he obliged them with a 
mercies ! How can ye cl 
Saints, but love the Lord ? 
ye, what are ye, what can 
from his mere bounty ? The 
favours, that he hath done 
world; in these, his ver 
share with you : how transc 
his spiritual obligations ! H 
given you his angels, for ^ 
dants ; Himself, for your 
his Son out of his i^— - 
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sick of love ; yea, let me die for love 
of thee, who hast loved me unto death, 
that I may fully eujoy the perfection 
of thy love, in the height of thy glory. 

XLIII. 

Lord, how have I seen men mis- 
carried into those sins, the premoni- 
tion whereof they would have thought 
incredible, and their yieldance thereto 
impossible ! How many Hazaels hath . 
our very age yielded ; that, if a Pro- 
phet should have foretold their acts, 
would have said, 75 thy servant a dog^ 
that he should do these great things? 
2 Kings viii. 13. O my God, why 
do not I suspect myself? What hold 
have I of myself, more than these other 
miserable examples of human frailty ? 
Lord God, if thou take off thy hand 
from me, what wickedness shall escape 
me ? I know I cannot want a tempter ; 
and that tempter cannot want either 
power, or malice, or vigilance, or skill, 
or baits, or opportunities ; and, for my- 
self, I find too well, that of myself I 
have no strength to resist any of his 
temptations. Oh, for thy mercy's 
sake, uphold thou me with Uiy mighty 
hand: stand close to me, in all as- 
saults: shew thyself strong, in my 
weakneBBi Keep back thy servant 



XLIV. 

B thy title, O Lord, and pnlj 
that thou givest songg in the 
; Joh zxxv. 10. The night is 
dolorous season; as the light, 
arily, is the image of cheei?ul- 
; Eccl. xi. 7 : like as it is in 
y pains and aches, that they are 
worst towards night ; so it is in 
cares and griefs of mind: then 
' assault us most, when they are 
ed on by the advantage of an un- 
fortable darkness. Many men cai 
I themselves songs in the day o 
r prosperity, who can but ho\K 
he night of their affliction : bu 
^ — 1 «n<1 Silas to sing in the 
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our adversity, cannot but be most 
pleasing in thine ears. Thine Apostle 
bids us, which is our ordinary wont, 
when we are merry to sing ; when 
afflicted, to pray : but if when we are 
afflicted we can sing, as also when we 
are merriest we can pray, that ditty 
must needs be so much more accept- 
able to thee, as it is a more powerful 
effect of the joy of thy Holy Ghost. 
O my God, I am conscious of my own 
infirmity : 1 know I am naturally sub- 
ject to a dull and heavy dumpishness, 
under whatsoever affliction. Thou, 
that art the God of all Comfort, re- 
medy this heartless disposition in me : 
pull this lead out of my bosom : make 
me, not patient only, but cheerful un- 
der my trials : fill thou my heart with 
joy, and my mouth with songs, in the 
night of my tribulation. 

XLV. 

It is a true word, O Lord, that thy 
Seer said of thee, long ago : The Lord 
seeth not as man seeth ; 1 Sam. xvi. 
7. Man sees the face; then seest 
the heart : man sees things, as they 
seem ; thou seest them, as they are : 
many things are hid from the eyes of 
men ; all things lie open and displayed 
before thee. What a madness, then. 



the Devout Soul. 201 

were it in me» to come disguised into 
thy presence ; and to seek to hide my 
coansels from thine all-seeing eyes ! 
I must be content, Lord, to be deluded 
here by fair appearances ; for I may 
not ofifer to look into the bosoms of 
men, which thou hast reserved for thy- 
self: it is only the outside, that 1 can 
judge by. Yea, O God, if I shall cast 
my eyes inward, and look into my own 
breast, even there I find myself baf- 
fled, at home : The heart of man is 
deceitful above all things : who can 
know it? None, but those piercing 
eyes of thine, can discover all the 
windings and turnings of that intri- 
cate piece* What would it avail me, 
O Lord, to mock the eyes of all the 
world with a semblance of holiness, 
whilst thou shouldest see me false and 
filthy? Should I be censured by a 
world of men, when I am secretly 
allowed by thee, I could contemn it ; 
yea, glory in their unjust reproach : 
but, if thine eye shall note me guilty, 
to what purpose is all the applause oif 
men? O thou, that art the God of 
Tmth, do thou open and dissect this 
close heart of mine : search every fibre, 
that is in or about it; and, \{ l\v»^ 
Endeet any ill blood there, \eX. HX. ov>X*\ 
and, if thou findest any \ioWo^Tkft«^"» 
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fill it up : and so work upon it, that it 
may be approved of thee, that madest 
it : as for men, it shall be alike to me, 
whether they spend their breath or 
save it. 

XLVI. 

Lord God, what a world of treasure 
hast thou hid in the bowels of the 
earth, which no eye of man ever did, 
or shall, or can see! What goodly 
plants hast thou brought forth of the 
earth, in wild, unknown regions, which 
no man ever beheld ! What great wits 
hast thou shut up in a willing obscu- 
rity, which the world never takes no- 
tice of! In all which, thou shewest, 
that it is not only the use and benefit 
of man, which thou regardest, in the 
great variety of thy creation, and acts 
of administration of the world ; but 
thine own glory, and the fulfilling of 
thine own good pleasure : and, if only 
the angels of heaven be witnesses of 
thy great works, thou canst not want 
a due celebration of thy praise. It is 
just with thee, O God, that thou 
shouldest regard only thy blessed self, 
in all that thou doest, or hast done ; 
for all is thine, and thou art all. Oh^ 
that I could sincerely make thee the 
perfect scope of all my thoughts, of all 
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Ddj actions ; that so we may both meet 
in one and the same happy end, thy 
g^lory in my eternal blessedness. 

XLVII. 

Indeed, Lord, as thoa sayest, the 
night cometh when no mcM can work. 
What can we do, when the light is 
shut 19 ; hut shut our eyes, and sleep ? 
When our senses are tied up, and our 
limbs laid to rest, what can we do; 
bat yield ourselves to a necessary re« 
pose ? O my God, I perceive my night 
hastening on apace : my sun draws 
low : the shadows lengthen : vapours 
rise; and the air begins to darken. 
Let me bestir myself, for the time: 
let me lose none of my few hours : let 
me work hard, awhile; because I 
shall soon rest everlastingly. 

XLVIIL 

Thou seest, Lord, how apt I am to 
contemn this body of mine. Surely, 
when I look back upon the stuff whereof 
it is made, no better than that I tread 
upon ; and see the loathsomeness of 
all kinds, that comes from it ; and feel 
the pain, that it ofttimes puts me to ; 
and consider whither it is going; axvd 
how noisome it is^aWie ^oV^«t ct^*^.- 
tureB, upon the diMoVaXioTx*. \ \«s^ 



thou hast not thought thine 
too dear to redeem it ; that 
so far honoured it, as to m 
temple of thy Holy Ghost, ; 
mit it into a blessed commi 
thyself; and hast decreed 
great things for it hereafte 
clothe it with immortality, ai 
it like unto thy glorious bo< 
^ bless thee for so happy a 

with patience digest all th* 
I sary infirmities : and now 1 

: this flesh, not as it is, wit 

i wrinkled ; but as it will b( 

I and glorified. O Lord, how 

^ this clay is in itself; yet mi 

thine interest and my hope 
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) convey him up to heaven ! 
lave thought, that the sight 
ible a carriage should have 
'ay his soul beforehand, and 
the body grovelling on the 
t that Good Spirit of thine^ 

fore-signified that fiery rap* 

doubtless fore-armed thy 
ith an answerable resolution 
and undergo it. Either he 
; chariot, however fearful in 
tince, was only glorious, and 

; or else he cheerfully re- 
it such a momentary pain in 
e would be followed with an 
»f happiness. O God, we 
3rthy to know whereto thou 
ved us. Perhaps thou hast 

us to be in the number of 
)m thou shalt find alive at 
id Coming; and then, the 
e ours; we shall pass through 
ir immortality : or, if thou 
ined us to a speedier dis- 
'haps thou hast decreed that 
to thee shall be through a 
. O God, whatever course 
by holy wisdom, hast deter- 
r the fetching up my soul 
k vale of misery and tears^ 
le thoroug\A^ iox \\.\ "wsi^ ^^ 
: my bean to w^Vvi^l '^^"iv^ 
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lelujahs, in the glorious 
Saints and Angels in H( 
Amen* 



THE END. 
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